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TO THE EDITOR. 



SIR, 

AS you are about soon to publish a 
volume of Miss Oliver's Poems, I have 
thought It proper to communicate some parti- 
culars respecting the Poetess and her perform* 

aooe, which you may give to the public in 
any way you judge best. She is the daugh- 

<«r of James Oliver, Esq. long an inhabitant 

«f Cumberland coxmty, — a worthy citizen,— 

an eminent madiematiician, — of whom she was 
dei»ived, when about fourteen years of age. 
She never received ,any thing more than a com- 

mon english ecW'Wtbu; V Slie wiy. i^Iy dis- 
covered a fondness &Hrfi;j?ine^ ^ t€K)k plea- 
sure in clothing her j^^fflj^tand\pious s^^ 
ments in a poetic dress. And what^ is very 
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remark^bky dKKigh striedy ti'ue, i^<$ompo96d' 
her piecesi generally, while engaged m the 
common business of life, or while taking a 
walk, and finished them without putting pen 
to paper: and when she was solicited* to 
make a collection for publication, not being a 
ready writer herself, she dictated them to ano- 
ther person, who wrote them down. These 
Poems, therefore, have come, not so properly 
from the pen, as from the memory and the 
heart of tljc Poetess* The r^er may l)e as- 
sured, (by one who has taken pains to ^be weU 
informed) that they are published exactly 03 
she dictated them, except ^ few words which 
she thought proper to substitute Cor others, or 
to add, or jT^sposQ^ yvbm jshe examined the 
proof-sh^tsii Vttid-a veiy Ssvit ^lines which are 
marked as quotktiO^-^^s^he has always been 
fiMid of the '©ietda^^^ well acquaint- 

ed with the sacred writings, and also with the 
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works of celebrated Divines, this sufficiently ac- 
counts for the vein of piety which runs ^ough 
all her Poems. This, it is hq)ed, will greatly 
recommend them toevery serious reader. Sher 
appears to aim at something much higher than 
the mere play of fincy or momentary amuse* 
ment; it is, that the cause of virtue and piety 
may be promoted. That the public may duly 
estimate so rare a performance, and give all 
due encouragement to the benevolent and pious^ 
!M^se, is the sincere wish of. 

Si-, 
Ybur humUe servant, 

Mr. Archibald Loir don; 
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POEMS, 

ON 

VARIOUS SUBJECTS. 



Addressed to the author, by Mrs. J. F — ^^ 

IN ANSWER TO A REqUEST, THAT SHE 
WOULD BE A PARTNER IN THIS PUBLICA- 
TION. 



DOST thou ask me, dearest maid, 
To forsake this peaceful shade, 
Where by Heaven's wisdom piac'd. 
Life's meridian I have pass'd ? 
Here amidst the rural throng, 
If I chant my rustic song, 
Pleas'd the listening group attend, 
And the artless lay commend ; 
While partial kindness spreads a veil, 
Every blemish to conceal : 
But should I thy plan pursue, 
And emerge to jpuUic view, 
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What diflferent treatment must I-bear, 
The critic's tauilt, the widing^s sneer ! 
Whfle genius, trom his height sublime, 
Would pit}'ing view my waste of time ; 
And prudent housewives thank their stars, 
They dealt in no such useless wares. 

But thou, to whom indulgent Heaven 
Superior gifts has 'kindly ^ven ! 
Go on ; and in thy moral page 
Ipstruct and please the rising aget 
Rouse and animate our youth, 
In the search of sacred trutb: 
Fan devotion's hallow'd flame, 
And point to heav'n each ardent aim : 
Till hope, and truth, and love divine. 
In their lives and actions shine. 
And, when thou quit'st thy earthly l}nrc, 
To join the bright celestial choir, 
Thy harmonious pow'rs shall raise 
Seraphic strains, in gratefiil praise 
To him, who fills heav'ns awful throne ! 
Tfa' eternal Godhead. ThreeinOne! 
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Inscribed to Mrs. J. F- 



WHY should my friend neglect the gifts of heaven, 
Who has to all their diflferent talents given ? 
Let critics point the faults we ought to mend. 
And every art its sister art befriend : 
While we the dictates of the muse obey, 
And shape our course as nature points the way. 
Thou lively emblem of whatever is kind ! 
Why should the precious offspring of thy mind 
Be kept so close ? — Come, let them take the air. 
They'll bloom more fresh at least, if not more feir ; 
The sun, indeed, may tinge their lily hue, 
But while imbrowmng it invigorates too. 

Orestus seconds, but we plead in vain ; 
The coward muse denies her pleasing strain. 
Or breathes it softly to unconscious trees; 
May-hap indebted to some freindly breeze 
Some notes are. caught; transported with the 

sound. 
We for the unseen warbler gaze round. 

B 
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You for concealment cannot name a plea 
But what applies with equal force to me. 
Shall I go on, regardless of ih' event. 
Borne strangely forward by my native bent? 
Methinks I could with greater firmness stand, 
Might I but hold thee by thy firiendly hand. 
Yet let not kindness tempt thee to agree 
To act contrariant to thy mind for me. 
At worst, I think, it cannot be a crime ; 
Sure there's no bloo^hed in a mangled rl^me ; 
Or should there be^ e'^n while that blood is spill- 

Those cannot suffer who ai^ void of feeling. 
Pen, ink, and paper, neither hear nor see ; 
Of course the anguish all devolves on me ; 
Or at the very ferthest, but extends 
To the kind bosom of those partial iftiends, 
To whom I very freely give a share. 
Since they neglect tp warn me to forbear. 

Dear fiiends, I'm gone beyond a hint, I doubt; 
If you would stop me, pray speak fieely out. 
Or else, let life or death this work betide, 
Hereafter stand with firmness by my side. 
Cannot your kindness break each cruel blow 
That may be dealt to lay my laurels low? 
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Such words as these may soften my concern — 
" The world wants judgment and cannot discern ; 
" Some liberal minds alone confess their merit, 
" The rest are guided by a captious spirit — ." 
O words more sweet than sugar-plumbs or pears ! 
Grateful as healing oil to aching ears ! 
The pleasing foretaste makes my heart expand ; 
With such a cordial placed so near at hand, 
Why should I hesitate, why wait to think, 
But freely at Parnassus' fountain drink ? 
" How shall the muse in silence then remain ?" 
The air we breathe of course respires again. 
Till these inspiring streams shall cease to flow ; 
While on their borders fency's garlands grow ; 
While there are sprigs enough to form a wreath ; 
^Twill be as natural to rhyme as breathe. 

Here let me turn the current of my lays, 
Lest you suppose me angling after praise. 
But were I conscious of no higher aim, 
Pd stand indebted to ingenuous shame 
For that which would-be-beauties vainly spread 
On sallow cheeks — I mean, a little red. 
Where my true motives are not understood. 
Sweet charity, draw near, and think them good. 
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On the death of General Washington, 



LO ! a dark cloud its banners hath unfurPd, 
And wrapt in sable half the western world. 
This day* the festive dance was wont to grace, 
When smiling pleasure brighten'd every fece. 
How different now! The shaft whicl) laid him 

low 
Turns sprightly songs to elegies of woe ! 
This day, my friends, forget each private cross ; 
Lose selfish sorrow in the gen'ral loss. 
Let every heart with gen'rous ardour glow. 
Till public virtue springs from public woe. 
While his dear urn with grateful tears we lave, 
Let us still bless th' auspicious day that gave 
America a son who ^ds her name ; 
For with his own he raised his country's fiune. 
WASHINGTON'S gloiy through the world is 

spread. 
And distant nations mourn the hero dead. j 

* February 32d^ being the jmniyersary of the General's birth.. ' 
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Let us damore : while weepii^ o'er his grave,^ 

Let us his virtues on our souls engrave . 

'Tis true, all are not calPd to public life, 

And few are leaders in a glorious strife ;- 

But on this earthly stage we all sustain 

A part, and none should spend their time in vain. 

Did he with zeal his arduous task pursue ? 

Shall we neglect the litdc we've to do ? 

Did be his life in public laboiu* spend, 

Yet every private duty well attend ? 

Let those, then, blush, who, free from public (Sares^ 

Suffer confusion in their own afiairs. 

Shall there be &thars,. without any clahh 

To that endearing tide, save tlk name ?• 

Mothers,, forgetful of their precious trust?/ 

Perfidious friends, or magistrates unjust ? ' 

Children, whq bursdng every filial tie, 

Can break their piKnts' hearts without a sigh ? 

Young menandmaids, infiishion's whiilpooltoss'd, 

Till ev'ify virtuous principle is lost ? 

Forbid it, ev'ry sable-sign of grief,. 

That marks respect for thb illustrious chief, 

Whose bight example stroi^ly recommends 

Reverence to God, and frdtfafulness to fiieapds. 
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No mad amotion fir'd his gen'rous blood ^ 
Above his own he sought his country's good* 
And now we hear the public voice proclaim, 
That merit is the proper road to fiune : 
This truth's s^tach'd to his beloved name. 

Sacred TO thje memory of the Rev. 
Dr. Witherspook, late President 
OF New-Jersey College. 



WEAK are Ae eflforts of tMs feeble pen 
To trace the merits of the best of men ! 
Shall I presimie, shidi I^ alas ! jH^teild 
To paint a worth I cannot compi^end ! 
Let some superior geniusl wh^has trodfe 
Under his care the scientific road, 
Tell us how dcGp^ haw sdid^ bow refin'd^ 
Were all the powers of his ejsaited jraind : 
Tell us, of wiadtsft what a wtnd'xtjus slsoie: 
He gathered fioom ^ wise wiio wo^bdfoi^c 
Tdl us, how great in council he a|)pearH' 
When public danger called to state affairs : 
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Bring his distinguish'd merits back to view, 
And strivelo pay departed worth its due. 
Mina be an easier task.. ..Let me impart 
In sotless strains, the feelings of my heart. 
Let me give vent to grateful friendship's flame, 
Which melts my heart to think upon his name ! 
His much-lov'd name I ever shall revere ; 
While mem'ry lasts Vll hdd his memory dear : 
For still I saw him uniformly good ; 
Firm to the cause of sacred truth he stood ; 
His principles and life ^d well accord ; 
In both he strove to glorify his Lord.. 
Alas ! he's gone ! Now tears in torrents fell 1 
A general sadness darkens " Nassau-Hall !" 
Yet still he speaks in the instructive page ; 
He lives, and wiU through each successive age. 
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In kemoey of the learned and Rev* 
Dr. Charles Nisbet, late Principal- 
OF Dickinson College. 



ALAS ! another luminary's gone ! 

" Whence rays of truth and science brightly 

shone." 
Great Nxsbet's dead! He too from Scotia came^ 
His soul inspired with thy sacred flame, 
O Liberty ! He marked thy glorious rise. 
And rapid, growth beneath these western skies. 
Th6ugh to his country and his sovereign true,* 
He took delight thy opening charms to view ; , 
For still the active frfend of human kind, . 
No local prejudices dimmed his mind* . 
Dear to the hearts of all the wise and good^ . 
Among the foremost in the church he stood; 
Dear to his flock,, they to him fondly clung,.* 
And on his Bps for fi^sh instruction hung.. 
There is not scope enough in words to tell 
The pax^ attending on their last ferewell T 
In hopes of greata* usefulness he bore 
The conflict Widiiefspooaendur'd before^^ 
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O give the muse a prospect of the sea, 

To tell the dangers that he brav'd to see 

This ydung H^putdic, and with careand' pains 

Spread useful knowledge o'er these wide domains. 

Arrived ; the gates of l>ickmson are spread; 

The infent College hails him as its head. 

Here long he did with genuine lustre sWne, 

As husband, fethef , scholar, and divine ; 

But sunk at last oppressed with ag^ and cafe !-^ 

O Providence, supply his vacant chair ! 

O bless this seminary ! may it be 

The nurse of mofals ^d crfpietjr,^ ^ __ 

As well as scienfce : may these all combrue ! — 
Send forth its sons a blessing to mankind. 
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COMPOS£D JBT THE AuTHORESS WHIEN IIT 

Childhood. 



I'VE just begun a walk through life ; 

And to avoid all future strife, 

I now should cultivate a mind 

For immortality designed. 

Shall I to manly thoughts aspire, 

And nought but what is great admire ? 

No : I'll to softer rules conform, 

And rather fly than meet a storm ; 

But should that storm my flight o'ertake^ 

And after all upon me break ; 

Then let me bear it patiently, 

And with the greatest constancy. 

Within this breast let pity glow. 

And my heart melt at others woe ; 

For souls devoid of feeling, find 

A dreadful vacancy of mind. 

O may my soul each virtue grace, 

And make it far transcend my &ce ! 

For feces shordy must decay^ 

But souls last to eternity ! 
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On a Summer-House — at the REquEST of 

Miss J. S. 



YOU name a subject for the drooping muse ; 
How can I then the pleasing task refuse ? 
Alas ! my friend, the flame of verse bums low, 
I've lost, Pve lost th' .enthusiastic glow 
That once inspired my breast, and bade sponta- 

ous numbers flow. 
Have I not, with my native walks and streams. 
Resigned gay fency's visionary dreams ? 
'Twas there my first ideas took their rise, 
And with the scene the glowing image flies. 
O lead me to yoiu- solitary seat. 
Your fev'rite arbour, your belov'd retreat. 
Where nature acts th' ingenious artist's pait, 
Nay, goes beyond the rivalship of art. i 

From her complete the curious building came, 
One tree supports and fiidshes the firame. 
Hbw many beauties croud into the scene { 
The gliding waters and the level green, 
Seen fix)m an height that strikes with solemn awe, 
And lifts the soul, as ^twcrc, by nature's law ; 
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Whilst the sweet songster of the shady grove 
Infiises softness, hamKKiy and love. 

nature ! how shall I thy charms express? 

1 love thee still, although I covut thee less. 
Sweet are the charms of nature^s smiling &ce, 
But sweeter fer the charms of saving grace : 
This charming subject, this itself alone 
Could never be exhausted, never done ; 
T^iis animating subject might infuse 

A living fire into the dullest muse ; 

Hiis elevating subject might impart 

Sublime ideas to the -grossest heart : 

It humbles pride, and bids the lowly rise, 

Strengthens the weak, and makes the simple wise, 

Is the best refuge in severe distress, 

The best, indeed, our only real tdiss. 

O Earth ! thy beauties would be soon fiDrgot, 

As quite unworthy of a single thought, 

If the sharp swcMxi of justice now were seen 

Ready to strike, and none to step between. 

But through our Lord that dreadfiil sword was 

driven. 
And thus a passage made fix)m earth to heaven. 
When on tlus fnend our hearts and hopes are fix'd, 
This world he gives us, and ensures the next. 
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At the RE<yjEST or B  y^ 



B ^N, for you I touch the trembling string ; 

Once more th' adventurous muse attempts to ang, 
And for my aibject I this morning choose 
The wild excursions of the wandering muse. 
The muse is wont to seek the shady grove, 
To sing the sweets of solitude and love ; 
Or touch with trembling hand the sacred lyte. 
And consecrate to heaven the poet's fire. 
At times the starry wonders of the sky 
Strike with such force upon the mental eye, 
Th' unfettered soul starts firomits low abode^ 
And's lost in the immensity of God. 
Again, she lets sublimer objects pass, 
To moralize upon a blade of grass ; 
Oives rocks, and dells, and purling streams xfe« 

nown. 
And shuns the noise and bustle of the tpwn^ 
Prefers a simple and obscure retresrt, 
Xo the liiximant dwellings of the great ; 

C 
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Inhales with more delight the balmy breeze, 
And hears the trniefiil tenants of the trees, 
With more refin'd sensations than presume 
To entertain us in the stately room. 
At times the muse will all her skill employ 
To soften grief and heighten every joy ; 
Widi fancied beauties deck thds mortal stage, 
Arid to die mind renew the gdden age. 
Anon, a sable vestment she assumes, 
Absorbs the soul in more tlian midnight glooms^ 
Doubles the weight of necessaiy cares, 
Bursts forth in sighs, or melts in briny tears ; 
Sickens at folly, yet rem;sdns unwise. 
And courts the vanities she must despise : 
Then e'en religion heightens painful thought. 
Showing the dreadful havdck sin has wrought* 
But soon her genial influence clears the sky, 
Inher true peace and solid comforts lie, 
For long unhappy they can never be, 
O gracious God, who place their trust in thee ; 
Who count thy glory as their highest good. 
And seek thy favour through a Saviour's bloody 
^^^lo sfeek thee in thy own appointed way, 
Revere thy laws and on thy gc^pel stay. 
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Where is tte union? What stiranfe contact binds 
Material things to immaterial minds ? 
By what mysterious influence can it be, 
We're join'd to all we hear, or feel, or see ? 
How is it, sunshine or refreshing showers 
Revive the soul and animate her powers ? 
And yet she still asserts her heavenly birth, 
By starving when sheseeks her all cmearth: 
Tl;iough here slie may some dOight re&eslunent 

find. 
Her element is of a nobler kind : 
On human soiib God made hi3 linage kiiQWi)^ 
And satisfies them mth iwasdf alooe. 



A Hymn. 



SEE ! from Ws tlvt)ne of glory bright, 
Where Angels worship with delight, 
Jesus, the glorious Prince of Peace, 
Descends to save our ruin'd r^ce. 

On earth he fixes his abode ; 
£aith has a visit from her God! 
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A veU of flesh he deigns to wear, 
And dwell with sinful mortals here. 

Nor doth he as a monarch dwell, 
Though Lord of heaven, and earth, and hell ; 
No crown that blessed head adorns. 
But one that's made of piercing thorns. 

His life was one continued spenc 
Of doing good to wretched men \ 
And as his follower, surely I, 
To dp what good I can, shmildtiy* 

I am an frail and weak, 'tis true, 
And of my sdf can nothing do ; 
But in thy hand I &in would be 
The means of briiigirig sonie to thee. 

And as for me, O God of grace ! 
Grant but my name some humble place 
Within diy book of life, that I 
May sing thy praise etern^y. 
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Composed at tbce HEqiprpsx of a Lapy in 

THE ABSENCE of HER HuSBAHD. 



SACRED love ! sweet source of grief and joy ! 
'Tis thine to bless, and thou canst bliss destroy. 
The most unaltered pleasures that we feel, 
Arise from love, that love that's pure and real : 
And sure the sharpest pangs which rend the heart. 
Are when a fdthfol pair are doom'd to part. V 

When from my side my dearest self was torn, 
'Twas then I might be truly s^ to mourn. 
Behold our infent traki assemi^ed round I- 
Should I complain when with such blessings 
crown'd ! 

1 view them with a fond impatient eye, 
And trace your image in each smiling boy. 
O where sliaU I thy truest l&ene^ find t 
*Tis best impressed on my own bleeding mind. 
Could I the feelings of my heart unfold ; — 
But they are such as never gan be told.^ 
To think in silence is my hapless lot, 
And you the subject of each rising thought, 

C2 
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Sometimes my bosom's filled with chilling fisars ; 
A scene of horror to my view appears. 
Methinks I see you in a distant place, 
Without a friend, without a last embrace, 
Expiring lie. If this should be your fete— 
I, cannot bear the thought^ — ^O desperate state ! 
But heaven, I trust, has better things in stone ; 
Heaven vnH restore thee to my arms once more^ 
And when we meet, what transport will it be 
To open all my secret thoughts to thee. 
To tell thee all the feelings of my breast, 
And in thy sweet society be blest. 



On Love — ^At the REcyri-sx or a Friend. 



LOVE'S soft enchantment let me never know ; 
But shun, at least, one avenue of woe. 
Let coJd indifPrence chill my \atal part. 
And shut each tender opening to my heart. 
Love's a perplex 'd compound of hopes and fears;. 
Storms rais'd by sighs, and deluges of tears.. 
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Most lea^e AeshoreWbh a prophJous gak ; 
Hope's gentle breezes fill the sweUing sail ; 
Smooth and imruBBl'd the soSt waters flow. 
Covering the nx^ .and quicksands hid bdow : 
Bat soon, perhs^s, unthougfat-of stcHiQS arise, 
Lifting^tfae fixuning billows to the skies. 
Th^n stands revealed ths unsuspected rock; 
Hope sinks o'erwhelm'd, and peace of mind is 

broke. 
Alas! how many gentle h(earts have moum'd 
The purest, tenderest pas^n, unretum'd? 
Wlule others ha|^y in a mutual flame. 
Their; joys and grie&, their hopes and &afs the 

same; 
Are by ,unthought-of obstacks surpris'd, 
And love as duty must be sacrificed. 
'Tis dreadful to be station'd in a field. 
Where it is death to conquer, or to yield ; 
Where one dicisive step must either prove 
A breach of duty, or the death of love. 
But happy they 'who prove theii»fix'd regard 
To virtue, thou^ they .find her dictates hard. 
Among the fiivoiir'd few whose hearty a^id hanjisr 
Are firmly joined in* Hymen's silken band^ 
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Where every care jand scSkcw seem ioirfpAy 
And crouding bteasmgs crown their envied lot i 
Too soon, aba! del^fat is dvm^ to woe ; 
Death ends the happy unionaet a Hem* 
Then how bei^,^^^howdes^Iat(e,-*«4)aw foiiarfie! 
'Twas thus, alas! I ssnv n^ iiiother numrp. 
'Tis plain, my fii^, they act a silly part. 
Who give a feeble mortal all &e heart* 
Nothing beneath the great eternal whde, 
Has worth sufficient to engross the soul. 
But h^our serious triids faa$ oidam'dt 
And by his grace they all may be sustain*d* 
He fills the void wh^ earthly confiforts fly ; 
Cements and sweetens every human tie. 
Then let each native passion have its w^. 
Governed by reason's and rdigion's sway. 
I've I'ead some authors, who minutely state 
The readiest means the heart to regulate. 
They treat of dress, of gesture, and of looks. 
And give us lessons on the choice of books. 
Then let pernicious novels* be resigned ; 
And solid reading feed the craving mind. * 

* The Authoress does not intend to condemn all Novels m- 
Semidous ;. iiuuiy of th^m nuy be r^ad.with profiW 
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But let me not so sweet a pleasure lose 

As wanns my heart in culturing the muse. 

What tho' she leads me to sequestered bowers ; 

By purling streams arid nieadows clad with flowers ; 

Or fondly loiters in the shady grove, 

Pleas'd widi the gentle wobings of the dove : 

In this she deviates not from nature's way ; 

And simple natiire seldom leads astray. 

Ye powers of hannony, for ever dear 

To me ; the readiest antidote to care; 

Oft have yoii raised my soul on downy wmgs 

Above th^ world and iaH terrestial thii^. 

As you have cheered me in lifers earliest stage^ 

O smooth the passage dTdeclkiin^ age. 

Let nought impure ot impious ever find 

Through thee an introductiwi to the mind. 

Paint every virtue in its native white, 

And tnake vice odious to the mortal> sight. 



^^ POEMS. 



To Serenia. 



ADIEU ! thou sweetest, gentlest fiiend, 
Dear Sister of my he^ adieu ! 

But to the earth's remotest end 
My kindest thoughts shaU foUow you. 

O Mitio, every power exert 
To mitigate Ae parting pMig ; 

Through thise should sorrow reach her heart 
'Twould ^e t*> grief its bitterest twang. 

ff tost about with every wind 
The gusts <!>f passion you (*ey, 
- And let the senses rule die mind, ^ 

Then love and joy must die away. ' 

Attend not to the siren song • : 

That Would allure in pleasure's guise • ' 

Whilst thou art healthy, young and strong. 
Pursue true pleasure where she lies. 

Where true religion is the guide, 
integrity's her constant plan ; , , 

In such 'tis natural to confide. 
The wise will honour such a man. 
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Wilt thou that nobler path pursue, 
That good may from thy canduct spring ? 

Then heaven-bom peace will dwell in you, 
And outward evib lose their i^ring. 

The only parent's hope fulfil^ 
And dissipate h^r anxious fears ; 

On her long widow'd heart distil 
Sweet comfort in decliiing years* 

FareweU! ferewdl, cherubic b<^ ! 
Thy smiles naay cheer a mothers heart, 

And yield thy &ther purer joy 
Than jovial clubs could e'er uupart. 

Let manly smiles his features gmcc 
To hear thee {^ratding at his knee; 

Paternal love hi& sinews brace, 
And teach him to provide forthee. 

Farewell, my friends ! again farewell ! 
To bode rf meetkig is no crime. 

The wisest mortal cant foretel 
What's buried in the womb of time. 

Still the same ^arth supports pur feet ; 
One sun illumines all our byes ; 

Though we in person ne'er should meet, 
Our prayers may mingle as they rise* 
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From the same hand divine we all shall have^ 
Whatever blessings to oiir lot may fell ; 

The same Redeemer died our souls to save. 
May his unspotted robe invest us all. 

O may we learn a Saviour's worth to know. 
By feeling our own wants, since these are real, 

And timely to the great physician go, 
Whose skill alone the sin-sick soul can hieal. 

Ah ! might my warmest wish acceptance find 
Before th' Eternal, this should be my prayer, 

That all to whom I am by kindred join'd, 
Might in this fiiee,.this full salvation share. 

The ties of nature form a close embrace. 

Around the human heart through life they 

twine; 

But firmer &r than these the ties of grace 
Which ever last, and may be call'd divine. 

Where both are blended language cannot trace 
The streams of pleasure which of course 
must flow; 

Did this extend to all the human race, 
^♦Twould make a little Paradise below. 

* The lines from this to the conclusion of the Poem ave tvd 
sj^ftbles longer than those in the fbnner part. 
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Composed in Childhood— -Morningv 



BRIGHT morning comes, adom'd in all the 

charms 
Of sportive gaiety. What rapture warms 
This glowing breast 1 while feather'd warblers 

spsing 
From bough to bough, and in sweet concert smg. 
List^>— rhow they unite their tuneftil lays, 
And seem to chant their glorious Makar's pndse I 
And should not ma^ his graiteful homage pay, 
Who fills a more distinguished rank than the]j;l 
Is man the noblest of God's ivorks below ? 
Sure then his praise in noblest strains should fiow« 
A reasonaWe soul he doth enjoy, 
With the sweet hope of immortality. 
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Evening. 



EVENING appears array 'd in modest}^ 
No darkling tempest clouds the aziire sfcy. 
All is serene and peacefiil that appears, 
Sober and mild, like the declining years 
Of a good man, who looks back on the palh 
Of well-^>ent days^ then dareis to think on death. 
Death just apiproacfaing draws the scene, to dose - 
His eartUy pleasiiresand his earthly woes. 
Widi heart serene he drinks upon the tomb, ^« 
Aar^e sure place to whidi he soon must come ; 
Where he must lay his tottering body by, 
And rob'd in goodness, dw^ell above the sky. 
There will he pi^aise and love him who was slain, 
To purify fix>m sin's polluting st^ ; 
Wha sinners brings to the divine abode ; 
Presents them spodess at the throne of God. 
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A Morning Piece. 



NOW rosy tnoniing sheds her sweets dbrosid ; 
The shades disperse, the gloom of night retires ; 
Aurora, blushing, brightens all around. 
How sweet the scene! how beautifiil to view 
The fecp of nature at this early hourl 
All things look gay ; the verdant landskip smiles; 
The lark high-soaring teUs the world her joy ; 
While fix>m the floating clouds ambrosial dew 
Softly descends refreshing herbs and flowers : 
Nor does the vegetable world alone, 
Taste the glad influence of returning light | 
The brute creation too, rising from sleep ^ 
WiA nerves new-brac'd, with strength renewed 

by rest,, 
Weil as their brutal natures will allow, 
The sweetly-smiling summer's momiqg. hail. 
OI thou Almighty, all-pervading power. 
Whose boundless goodness pours forth boundless 

bliss, 
Distil thy dewy i;ne£cy on my mind, 
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Open it wider, to receive the shower ; 
The heavenly beauties teach me to admire J 
And feed this soul, this himgry soul of mine, 
With christian virtues, and with every grace, 
That can restore and make my nature lovely ;-*- 
Xovely to thee, and lovely to myself ; 
And if thy sov 'reign goodness will approve 

The ambitious wish ; — ^ 

Engaging to. my fellow-ereatures too. 
Nor for myself alone I heave the prayer, 
Forgetting those whom nature's tender ties 
Have join'd so close, mixing their fetes with 

mine* 
First, for my widow'd mother I invoke 

Thy l^venly sud, my mother left alone ! 

» 

Without a partner, she must act her part 
In busy life, a helpless train to rear 
Of infenf minds, just opening into life. 
Bless her endeavours with celestial smiles ; 
Soften her care, and heial her grief- worn heart, 
That still her' much-lov'd Oliver laments. 
As dearest next, and dearest to my soul, 
My brothers, sisters^^sisters, brothers rise, 
And in this throbbing bosom claim a place. 
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Yes, my dear other selves, for you I feel 

The tenderest solicitxide — • — 

May you in virtue as in stature grow, 
And may yoiu filial duty one day prove 
The sweetest cordial to a mcrther's heart. 
Those dear relations whom the tie (rf blood,. 
Or dearer fiiendship, rivets to the soul,. 
Come next ' ' ' - 

Li aH I've nam.'d, I feel th* endearing ties,. 
Either the ties of kindi^, or of choice, 
Work in my breast infusing thoughts of kindness,. 
My heart expanding as the muse goes on, 
Smbraces now the nei^bourhood at large, , 
Nor stq)s its smu^, but with extended arms 
Encircles all Columbia's wide domains* 
My country dear I to my bosom hold. 
Her sons, her daughters, in one wide.embrace 5 
All brothers, sisters in a puHic view. 
O ! my lov'd coimtry, dearest to my heart T 
Long may you flourishj^ gen'rous, brave and fi^ee; 
Here may religion beam celestial smiles ; 
Here too, may science flourish unconfin'd, 
And peace and plenty bless the happy clime. 
My heart grown wider and my love more fi'ee, 

D 2 
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Kindred and country now confine no more ; 
But, strange to thmk J wfaale'er hasbeingfinds 
Some Ikde place wid»n this litde heart ; 
But chiefly all who wear the human form* 
O thou Almi^ty source of life and love ! 
In whose bless'd bosom true benev'lence dwells. 
Fill my whde soul, possess my eveiy power, 
And, through thy Uessed k^ieRGe, dsfiise 
My heart abroad in universal love. 



On the death or Mrs. F. and her In- 

FANX SOK, IN THE ABiSENCE 0E ]£2R HlT^^ 

BAND. 



WHAT a sad stroke is this ! cut dovm in all 
The pride and bloom of life, when fortune's smile 
And love's sweet influence gilded every scene ; 
When every tie to life was fresh and green. 
Conjugal, filial, ^d fraternal bands : 
Must all be severed ! The most callous feel 
Her bitter pangs, her agonizing death : 
But the submissive sufieri^ meekly bears ; 
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She fedb tbe acymfbit of a strcmger b(»id, 

Of swec^ afimce to a better fiiwid, 

Thau the most sisHt inthis diai^efiil woiid« 

Heane is 330 noedxaf ^m iiivsBtb^ 

To dress hs cjl^ect ia ideal cfaaims ; 

Truth lays a firm ibandatkai Ibr my praise. 

On the *deitf sida^ect of ifais iivcak isss^ 

Much mt^ Ibejaki, ia»d #Kose who luseir hd: 

best 
Can setlhcir seals^ and add, aB this she was. 
Shewas^alas! buti&laQiusjaa.moreJ 
Oh! 'twas an awful, an impressive hour, 
A solemn warning to i^otibyout^ and crfd. 
'Tis scoi^ like -dns thai shakejdie KsMfideoce 
Of youths and heaUbi ; death with an iran-hmd 
Impresses vai^ on all below. 
Weep, weep, ye friends, letnatiu£ have free 

couiBe, 
Embalm her precious ash^ with your team. 
But, sure there is a sweetness in your woe; 
Yoii cannot know the bitterness of grief; 
For you faa^^re reason to believe her death 
Was but a prelude to a higher lifCy 
An introduction to consummate bliss. 
Ye mourning paroits, contempkde your child 
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In a safe harbonr plac'd^ beyond the reach 
Of sin's conta^cm, or of sorrow's pang ;. 
In that salubrious clime where virtue thrives^ 
Where nought impure shall e'er an entrance find; 
Crown'd with immortal youth's un&ding bloom ; 
In full fiiiition of redeeming love* 
Faith without works is like a sa^dess tree r 
But works> depended on, will nought avail.. 
Her's was a fixiitfiil fidth which wrought by love,. 
Its vital principle, whose influence spread^ 
Through all her practice in a odious stream. 

she was meek and humble, truly kind, 
Still happy in difiudng happiness. 

She never met you with a hollow smile, 
Nor spdce a language foreign to her heart.^ 

1 see her now, she rises to my view 
Just with the same benignity of look,. 
That smile of mingled kindness and regret 
She wore at parting with her much-lov'd mate*. 
How tender was the separating^ scene ! . 

But pleasing hope suppress'd the starting tear, 
Held up a &lse perspective ta their view,. 
Pointing to future scenes of promis'd joy ; 
Days, months, and years in an harmonious round: 
Pass in rotation 'fore the mental eye, 
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Replete with every blessing well-pair 'd minds 
Find in a constant scene of mutual love ; 
An imreserved interchange of diought ; 
One common interest and one common fiiith ; 
The tnuon formed in yoiith drawn close by time, 
Cemented by tiie strong p^irehtal tie ; 
Strengdien^d by duties hitherto unknown. 
Ah ! what a mournful change ! Her early fete 
Has brought these prospects to a final close ! 
No dear memento of their union left ; 
' Th^ grave receives the mother and the son ! • 
" What cruel pangs must rend the lover's heait. 
When the sad ti(fings break upon his ear ! 
For her dear sake he cultivates the wild, 
Improves the prospect and exerts Ms skill 

To beautify their habitation ; "■ 

StiU wisely blending use with ornament, 
As emblematic of her well-turn*d mind, 
And imdepraved taste to nature true. 
Perhaps e'en now, unconscious of his loss, 
Kb wBits the sum^mcnis to attend her home. 
In vain he Wdits, in vain he fondly sighs. 
For the dear object of his fond regard ; 
To share with him the fragrance of the spring 
She comes no moce ! The solitary seat 
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Takes a dark tincture from the ma^er^s nund. 

Death, in derision of the best-laid plans 

Of human bKss, dissolves the pleasing dream : 

A dream, indeed, if this V2ki world were all. 

But the stroAg eye of feith eari pierce the cloud 

Which veils the world of spirks from our view, 

That happy region, where celestial forms 

Bask in the rays of imcitated light 

Of Godhead^ beaming through the spotless lamb«. 

His blessed presence there ilhimes and fills 

With such a^sense of God's unfiithom'd loice^ 

His imd^aenred mierey, sov'reiga graee^ 

As pass^ all c^mcepti^ haie below. 

There sep^tr^kted friends agpin UmtSe ; 

Or rathfir there's th' kidissduble tie, « 

Since the t riumph a nt church and miitatit 

Are knit^ andrform one great hamuxiioas whole* 
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A SoLILOqUY. 

IS feney ^sid? Has ^ forgot her flig^ ? 
Is the mi\se tundess ? WUl she mpuntno more, 
And raise my soul w sweet poejtic wmgs ? 
Has she forgot her la^tes ? It must not- hie ;-t^ 
These notes \yere v^^ont to sooth my soul tOrpeace^ 
When simk p anguish^, and c^pres&'d \vith grkf. 
Qriefj dM I say ? Do I complgin otgrid* ? 
My life how short ! that lifetow pleaswt too, 
Compared with multitudes who Badly piae 
From year to year^ poor, helpless and foriom ! 
Without the tribute erf oae pitying tear 1 
Pity them, heaven, and fix their hopes on thee! . 
Do I complain of grief? No ; xadier let 
My gratefiil heartascend in songs of praise, 
To nature^* aiitheraftd pceser\'€r too ; 
To Him whose bounty liberally supplies 
The wants of all hb creatmps, and to eadi 
With care paternal gives what suits them best ; 
Still ordering all things for the general good. 
Thou gracious source of h^piness and life 1 
Fountain of every blessing ! 'tis from thee 
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The various streams of pleasure take their rise, 
Which flow diffusing health and gladness round 
Through all creation's channels 

! condescending,goodness, love immense ! 
Behold! the meanest insect, moth or fly, 
This earth sustains, is not forgot by thee, 
Tho' trode upon and crumbled into dust. 
By man, proud man, his brother of the clay. 
Whatdidlsay? A worm, amoth, afly? 
And what am I? What my original 

But such as their's ? We all fix)m notlui^ Came. 
And it is owing to distinguii^'d grace, 

1 stand erected thus, and thus assay, 

In strains harmonious, my Creator^s praise ; 
And thank the glorious giver for his gifts. 
And I will thank thee; yes, I will rejoice 
In all the kind effiisions of thy love; 
For all conspire to raise the grateful soul 

To gratitude's best office ; j 

Acting in sweet accordance with thy will, 

But conscious of my weakness, O my God I 

In thee I trust, to thee I look for aid, 

To execute the good resolves I make : 

For thou alone artinexhaustible ; 

Thy magazines of strength are never drain'd ; 



POEMS. 49 

Though still communicating, ever full. 
Thou infinite ! O ! when I think on thee, 
The great idea swells my little soul ! 
Ye angel-bands ! ye ministers of light ! 
Ye who drink deep at the celestial spring, 
Inhaling wisdom as we breathe the air ! 
Say, can your most enlarged capacities 

Take in his vast idea ? ^ ' 

Can you comprehend th' incomprehensible, 

And tell us what it is to be a God? 

No : that is more than finite nature can. 

To us hisnatiu^ is thus fer reveal'd ; 

We know none ever trusted him in vain. 

Then keep me, Lord, be thou my sure defence, 

Secure me in the hollow of thy hand, 

And make me not an outcast fi'om thy love ; 

For Jesus' sake, — ^He who on CalvTy bled, 

A spotless victim altogether pure. 

The great atoning sacrifice for sin. 

And did he bleed? O ! what transcendant love ! 

What matchless goodness! Did the Prince of 

Peace, 
The king of glory. He who form'd us first 
In happy state of innocence and bliss, 

E 
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Become the victim of our hapless fell, 
And die, to ^ve his ruin'd creatures life ! 

O ! could the muses touch the highest string. 
And to thy praise in lofrjr numbers sing ; 
If I could catch the glowing seraph's fire, 
And more than mortal eloquence acquire. 
Still would thy goodness fer transcend my praise : 
But thou wilt not disdmn the feeble lays, 
The weak effusions of that spark of love, 
Which thou hast kindled, which thou canst im- 
prove, 
O ! blow the smoaking fiax into a flame, 
Aspirmg to the source fi-om whence it came ! 



•*< 



The Redeemer's Glory. 



What can the muse a richer theme afford 
Than the mysterious person of oiu" Lord ? 
But let her here with reverence enquire, 
And dread approaching vrith unhallow'd fire 
Him that doth in his double name comprise 
Both the true Altar and the Saoifice. 
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As God he could not suffer loss or pains^ 
Yet Grod to wear the human nature deigns : 
And in such intimate relation stood, . 
As gives ininite value to his blood. 
The influence of thy spirit, Lord, impart ;- 
Raise my conceptions, and enlarge my heart : 
Light, heat, and strength unto my soul afford, 
From the exhaustless treasures of thy word- 
A subject so extensive and sublime * 
Calls our attention to the birth of time ; 
Beftxre the planetary worlds were known. 
Or Angels bow'd before the eternal throne ; 
He who is in and of himself complete, 
The glorious point where all perfections meet ; , 
Who, from a past eternity, has known. 
Unbounded being in himself alcme ; 
In whose all comprehensive mind the plan . 
Of systems and their habitants began : . ' 
At his command, omnipotent and wise, ^ 
Unnumbered worlds in beauteous order rise : 
Systems in systems round their centre roll : 
He builds, preserves, and animates the whole. 
From him aH thinking beings take tlieir rise, 
However, potent, bountiful, or wise : 
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From him at first we came, to him we go ; 

From him our lives and all our comforts flow : 

No vail from his omniscience can conceal : 

He knows whatever we speak, or act, or feel : 

'Tis he who is and was, and is to come ; 

Of all perfection the Eternal Sum : 

The glorious foimder of salvation's plan, 

Its great accomplisher as God and man. 

O! I am lost ! can I this iheme explore ! 

I cannot comprehend, but must adore ! 

How vast the treasure of that golden mine, 

Where lies all riches human and divine ! 

Our blessed Lord in dignity excels ; 

In him " the fulness of ihe Godhead dwells." 

The highest worship he may justly claim. 

Who wears the everlasting Father's name ; 

In essence and prerogative the same. 

As God, he shines not with reflected rays. 

His human nature sheds abroad the blaze 

Of his divinity ; thus God is known ; 

In Chirst the brightness of his glory shown. 

Through this bless'd medium, life and truth are 

giv'n; '• 

This is the way, the certain way to heav'n. 
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Alas ! there's no perfection here bdow ;. 
E'en virtues in excess to vices grow. 
No human merit paves the way to heaven ; 
The best of men have much to be forgivai. 
But he was spar'd hb error to deplore; 
He own'd his foUy, what could man do mcxre t 
Yet with one &iling in so great a nund, 
Alas ! how many evils are combined ! 
His talents w^^e so various and so great, 
His death's a serious evil to the state. 
Political debate my muse disclaims, 
I know no party, nor no party names ; 
What's nght or wrong I don't pretend to teD, 
But from my heart I wish my country well : 
Yet this I know, a spirit so diffuse, 
So rais'd 'bove selfishness or partial views, 
A strong capacious scrutinizing mind. 
With striot integrity of heart combin'd, 
Must be a jewel wordiy more renown 
Thanthat which dropp'dfrom Scotia's&ted crown. 
Ah! fetal moment, inauspicious day, 
When such a precious life was thrown away ! 
In his profession too, surpass'd by none. 
His talents and his virtues jointly shone. 
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The pkdn and lucid path of truth he chose y 

His eloquence from solid reason flows ; 

Scorning to cultivate the sc^fdust's art, 

Ho look'd, he spoke, he acted, from the heart. 

He studied well the spkit of the la ws ; 

While some peiplex a clear, he clears die darkest 

cause. 
Justness in dealing ever must app&aa^^ 
The brighest ornament ia any sphere.. 
But where the trial's great, the man must rise 
To overcom/^ it, 'bove the common size. , 
Inflexible integrity must draw 
A glorious circle round the man (rflaw. 
Hakilton's care his contracta^to fulfil . 
Is legibly impressed on his vnlL . 
Firmness and intrepidity of soul 
Among the heroes must his name enrol. 
The friend of Washington, illustrious name I > 
A sharcr in his dangersand his&me: 
Like him intended asa polar^tar, , 
To give directicai both in peace and war. 
Where is the man, who rising in his stead. 
Shall prove the seeds of valour are not dead?.- 
In this oneword I purpose to comprise. 
Talents to execute and to devise ; , 
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Since the beginmng the true light has shin'd ; 
But what avails the light, when men are blind? 
But as thy gifts are perfect, as they're free,- 
Op&x our eyes, O Lord, that we may see. 
Blest were their eyes who saw the genial ray, 
The first feint dawning of the gospel-day. 
In these sweet words that vital beam was shed, 
* The woman's seed shallbruise the serpent'shead* ' 
These words tte first believers' feith sustain'd. 
But couid they fethom all these words contain'd ? 
May not thb sentence stall embosom more 
Than we for endless ^s can explore ?- 
Who counts the treasures in the gospel fidd ? 
Who knows what fruit th&tree of life may yidd? 
Who compr^ends our blessed Lord,^ as man? 
Then who can Ins mfinite nature scan ?> 
Lord, on our hearts thy beauteous features trace i : 
Let us reflect thy image, grace fi)r grace. 
Yetstill we must infinite distance fed : 
What's the impression to &e goldm seal K 

K2. 
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In memory of the i;ate General Hamil- 
ton, WHO FELL IN A DUEL WITH AaRON 

Burr* 

WHY was the savage eustom not restrained, 
Before our country's choicest blood was drained ?^ 
Did not the veins of Hamilton supply, 
For the unconscious earth, too rich a dye ? 
Ah! wherefore did he bleed in such a cause ? 
Here «very thinking mind must make a pause I 
What pity that a genius so sublime, 
Should be abus'd by sanctioning a crime ! 
But who can paint the delicate deceit. 
That warp'd a mind so gen'rous and so great ? 
With arguments more fJausible than fiur, 
The subtil tempter gilds the £ital snare. 
She says, " You must your influence reftign, 
** Or ofifer incense at my bloody shrine.'' 
Sound p]pi^e3 to &lse opinions bend, 
Or hopes'ofSflture usefulness must end. 
Retrograde jr^oning this, of which the sum 
Is, " Let's do etil, haply good may come." 



f . 
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Whatever bnliant qualities miist meet, 

To make the military chief complete. 

Think not I love to view the hero's scar ; 

I shrink with horror at the thought of war. 

War springs from the depravity of man, 

'Tis duelling upon a larger plan. 

Let wild ambition, or let av'rice guide 

Th' infuriate sons of violence and pride. 

To blood and carnage ; the true hero stands 

Wise in his counsels, just in his demands : 

The steady vigor of his upright soul, 

Brings rude invaders under due controul; 

Bids scenes of terror and destruction cease : 

Thus proper courage setdes lasting peace. 

Thine was, O Hamilton ! a glorious work, 

Great thy achievements in the field of York. 

A bloodless conquest! Mercy stoop'd and smU'd 

To see the fiend of war so nicely foil'd. 

Benevolent spirits hover in the air ; 

The fiend and black attendants disappear. 

But the grim presence darkens all around. 

Where die great chief lies prostrate on the ground ! 

Yet mercy still prevails, her lenient hand 

Brightens the scene, whHe the infernal band 
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Again are foU'd ; for time is kindly ^ven, 

And spent, we trust, in making peace with heaven* 

But, O my country! who can cease to mourn, 

To see thy choicest piUars rudely torn 

From 'neath thy pond'rous weight? To heaven 

we call, , 
To fill those breaches and prevent thy &11. 
From thi$ same stock may futute patriots rise, 
Statesmen and heroes in these orphan boys. 
Yet still thisTecent loss we must deplore ! 
Thy pride, thy boast, thy Hamhton's no m^^T 
What his bereaved femily sustain. 
His finish'd character can best expkun. 
See ! four sweet boys in sable vestments clad, 
With four feir girls by their pale mother led, 
Move heavily the dull domestic roimd ! 
No more they hear that animating sound, 
The husb^d's, fether^s voice ! A siknt gloom 
Clouds every object, darkens every room. 
This is no sdemn mockery of woe ; 
There lies a grirf within which passes show. 
To heaven she bows with reverence pr<^ound ; , 
While &ncy still presents his ghastly wound, 
She too is wounded in the tenderest part, 
The &J&i bullet rankles at her heart. 
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O that he had his priimiples niain^ 

And the reproach of honoiir's fools ^sdain'd ! 

And was a man so much, so justly prizM) 

To a delusive phantom sacrificed? 

Rouse, rouse Columbia ! eV'iy power aHnbine^ 

Pull down the idol and destroy her shmie : 

Expose th' impostor^ bv&k the cruel snare ; 

By proving real honour ne'er was there. 

'Tis time such gross idolatry should cease, 

Such daring insults %o the God of Peace« 



Reflections* 

TIRD (^the world, and aH its v^ parade, 
I seek for shelter in the fiiendly shade: 
The world's gay visionary scenes may please, 
And yield amusement, to a mind at ease ; 
But they're iU suited to a heart likemine; 
A heart that woukl its hopes and fears r^ign ; 
Break loose fipm earth, cut thro' the various ties. 
That bind the soul to these uncertain joys. 
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For I have prov'd and I have fomidtt^m vain ; 
Tbe^fiiutMsouixeof naanyabitter psm; 
As vain as dbadows whic^.d^lude/the i^ight; 
As transient as the vi^k)nis of the night. 
Buthere a cheering thought must intervene ; 
Without ajsuhstance^ ^i)e?snp ^is^PW^^eii: 
To gdm that substance, he n\y future xr^re, 
Nor longer vainly grasp at empty ?ir. 
Ye unsubstantial vaniti^, ^eu 1 
Forever, now, I.tum my .eyes fipin you. 
Celestial happiness, be thou my aim. 
But how shaU Lattajnthe.precJifiU3.gem? 
How shall this sinking soul ascend the skies ? 
Or how secure the bright immortal prize ? 
Oh! slave of fi>lly, vanity and sin! 
What an unweeded garden lies within! 
And dar!stthou, then, withput somepptejitjcure^ 
Approach a God, so. pow'r&l, and so pure f 
Much of a Mediator I have heard ; . 
And in his name my suit ^ve oft pref^.'d ; 
But have I ever been divindy taught 
To seek this free salvotion,^ a&I ought ?, 



j 
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>^* 



hllfKS ADDRESSED TO MrS. H K. 



ALAS ! how transient every earthty good ! 
How soon dissolved the nearest ties of blood ! 
Already is your sweet Maria gone^ 
Already landed on a coast unknown : 
To ns unknown ; but she can now exjJore 
What only feith could realize before. 
The conflict now is o^er — -her race is run; 
To her a long eternity's begun : 
Thro' Christ, I trust, she has the victory won,. 
O'er sin and death : then the cold grave must prove 
An easy bed, all curtmn'd round with love,. 
Still, it is hard to part with one so near, 
With the sweet pbject of maternal catt,. 
Beneath your eye the beauteous virgin grew, 
And firom your breast her early sustenance drew*- 
Nor doth her sire a tie less binding fed : 
The manly tear he labours' to conceal, 
Which from his eyes the parting stniggle drew f. 
He needs the kind support he offers you, 

F 
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See ! by herlaed a mournful groi^ ^pears> 

Speechless with grief, and all dissolv'd in tears ! 

Let ^lissad scene impress the solemn truth, 

'Tis vain to trust to beauty or to youth. 

These tears need not be died, if these could save 

The pHvifeg'd possessor from the grave. ^ 

A better life let's labour to secure, 

And make our " calling and election sure.** 

Oh ! happy they, who, in their early prime, 

Are fully ripen'd for a higher clime ; 

Who leave this world, and all its tempting snares, 

Its short-liv'd pleasures, and its hurrying cares. 

Soon as the fleshly clog is left behind, 

Th» enfranchised spirit rises unconfui*d 

To the eternal source, from whence it spnmg : 

For such a glorious change there^s none too young. 

Oh ! my sweet cousin, it is thine to trace 

The height and depth, and breadA, of saving 

grace. 
*Tis ours to mourn ; but thine, in sweet amaze, 
To join with angels in their songs of praise ; 
To grateful love, tliro* free ssdvatiori's plan, 
To feel a stronger tie than angels can. 
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to Mr. H D. 



ACCEPT these sympathetie lines, from one 
Who feels your grief^ and shares in every groan; 
Who sees your sorrow preying on your heart. 
And pitying feels the tender husband's smart. 
Of Ms souPs treasure robb'd; the jxirtner dear 
Who shared his every hope, his every fear ; 
Fitted to smooth the rugged path of life ; 
The fondest mother, and the tendVest wife. 
Each modest virtue triumphed in her mind ; 
Expressive meekness on her aspect shin'd. 
Then cease tp weep. Oh! dry that piteous tear t 
Thy sainted wife now fills a higher sphere. 
We've cause to hope, she now is blessed above^ 
In fiill fruition of redeeming love* 



O^CRAcious Father ! listen to my prayer ; 
hock. Sroxa thy heaven— -in pity deign to hear ! 
Seel I^tmmond's daughter struggling f(H* her lij 
The dear resemblance of a much lov'd wife! 
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Bound to the heart by various fender ties. 
The source and centre of his earthly joys ; 
Bound by affliction : Oh ! mysterious heaven, 
Why was this pledge^rf foiid affection ^ven ! 
If death so soon must strike the fatal blow : 
Oh! grief of griefs ! Oh! woe siupassing woe !— 
'Tis past — our hopes and fears are at an end : 
The daughter of my fair departed friend, 
The sweetest babe-:— Oh ! what resistless grace 
^one in her eyes, and blossomed in her £ice ! 
She look'd, as bom to sooth the brow of care, 
To stop the sigh, and kiss away the tear; 
The anguish c^ a &ther to assuage, 
And be a comfort to her grand-dam'^ age : 
But now, alas ! the pleasing prospect ends ! 
Yet heaven perhaps a greater good intends. 
May-hap, this blow — ^this heart-felt blow, is^ven» 
To wean from earth and fit the soul for heaven. . 



1 
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C0KP0$£I> BY Tfi£ AvXUOTiZ%S OH FASSlMt 
BY THE PLACE OJ HEJl Jf ATHriTY.. 



Y£ antient shades, whose cool retreats^ 
Have screened me from the mid-^ay heats i 
Where I've enjcyHi the bahny IxG&Xy 
And mark'd the growth of rii^oag trees r. 
(Co-eval plants with me they grew) , 
Adieu, ye early friends, adieu I : 
Ye flowery meads^ aiid surniy hiU& — 
The broader stream and lesser rills, , 
Whose banks my footsteps pfr have press'd, 
While the sweet mude inspired my breast,-r- 
Farewell to every native sweet!  
Each pleasailt walk, and mossy seat ! 
But memory still sh^ hold you dear ; > 
And &ncy fondly wander here. ^ 
Here rural groups weie dbn seen -« 

In social parties trip the gieen ; 
Or seek the foufitain's grassy »de, 

To view its silvor current ^de ; 

F 2 
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There fht fond lover told his tale^ 

Mixing with sighs the pas(»ng gale ; 

While, in her breast, the tender maid 

Heoonjs his looloi and att he said. 

Yon meadow cloath'd in vonal bloom^ 

That scents the air with sweet perfume^ 

&ings to my mind the sultry day ; 

The rake, the hay^fork, and die h^. 

When wearied I have ta'en my ease, 

Hedin'd beneath, yon spreading trees ; 

Or sought a'sheher from ^ rain, 

Then rose, and plyM my work again. 

In yondo- hedge obscur^ from view, 

The luscious beny wildlj^ grew ; 

Mix'd with sweet flowers, that decked the w^ste ; 

Regalingbotfa the sight an^taste* , 

Ah! happy scenes of early days^ 

Of infiont smiles, aiod dhalfidi' plays } 

My &thei '6 hous^^ my mother^s lands--^ 

Those fields were eultur'd l^ lus hands ; 

That house his^presence once adom'd ; 

And there his heavy loss I mOura'd. 

There the yoimg mtises siHead their wings^ 

And soared above terrestrial dungs; 
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'Twas ^hcireftiqr i»iide timt first taea^t^ 

To warfate tbeOcaloc's praae; 

And 8ti9ve; but ob^ how vaoifyistcofve 1 

The na^se of lesios torefaes^ 
lliat sweetest! 90iind, ki {HTose or ^ 



Tb Junius, WITH YouKc'sNic»TTHoircHTS. 



• * - • 

THRICE hare I read this precbus vdume o'er^ 
Still gathering wisdom from the heavenly lore. 
The best instrucdoni's in these pages given; , 
They lead the soul to piety and heaven. 
Delightful book ! with eveiy^ beauty. frau^l 
Justness of ju^^;mept» ena|;y of idnoi^^ . 
Breaihe thrau^ each line^ with sudi devotioii 

fir'd, ._ 

As sqpeaks a imise by heaven itself inspired. 
Here sorrow is so movingly express'd^ 
I^ and admiration fill the bneast : 
We love a woe so t^ider and refined, 
Which thu;^ exalts,^ and punfies the mind. 
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But while ffaft itmfe TOffflnhfiiHy 
And all the soul s sunk ki ttsider pan, 
The coiisox^ATi^faeamtaMydifviiie; 
The clouds di^meakilieaNmilf beaiitiM 
The sod is wraptin^vmsder aBid<ie%fe^^ 
We grow enmoai^wiiktHe&ce df 11^^ 
We trace the glowing poet through tht skies^. 
And strive to naitohJMii apiwyw hrJies^ 



Another to tile saii£«- 

OFT times I leaye the busy throng,, 
^me hours with ihee to spend ;. 

And fenci*d converse oft prolong, 
With a fer distant friend. 

No ccmunon winds employ my breatfi, ^ 
When I caaverae ^oith ihse^ 

We talk of time, of life^and d^tib, 
And immortality. 

My soul, your active soul to trace, . 

Could leave this frame behind ; . 
And wander to a distant place," 

To seek a kindred mind* 
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Say 9 must I seek amcxng the stars, 
Those glorious worids above ? 

Say^ are you lifted to the spheres, 
On wings <rf heavenly love? 

hi vain I strive to reach the height 

Of your superior mind ; 
You vanish from my aching sight, 

And leave me fer behind. 

. . . , .... 

If you by faith have strength to rise 

To the divine abode ; 
Oh ! bring us tidings from the skjies. 

And point the heavenly road. 



Sacked to the memohy or Mr. W.*W- 

H£R£ b no cause lor igonizing tears; 
Sweet comfort moiigles with the drops that floi 

Long has he hended 'neath a load of years ; 
Long has he si^'d for human guUt and woe: 

To see mankind reduc'd to «uch a pass. 
Unheeding sabbaths, sermons^ prayer^ and prai 

Drew from his bosom many a sad alas! 
And much embitter'd his de(^ining days. 
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To mark the pre\^lance of unbelief^ 
That baleful spertvn of ignc»'ance and pii^, 

Oft deeply touch'd Us feeling heart with grie^ 
To hear his God dishonored and denied. 

In thee. East Pennsbro% I receiv'd my birth; 
For th^ I still a filial fondness feel ; 

Oh ! may the sov'reign Lord of heaven and earth 
Renew thy beauties, thy " backslidings heal!*' 

Now antient christians sleep beneath the sod; 
O Lord rmew their spirit in their race ; 

Teach them to know and s&rve their Others'' 
God; 
Teach them in thee their confidence to jdace. 

Now dire cBseasesrage throughout the land; 
Friend after fiiend we follow to the grave! 

Teach us the wmiung voice to understand, 
And own thee mighty to destroy or save. 

But now, O muse, returning to Ay theme. 
Speak of the virtues which adom'd his breast: 

But can die muse d^cribe the sacred flame 
Which that deserted tenement possess^! T 

A warm benev'lence, whichnotagecouldficiee^ 
Gfow'd in his soul, and shall forever glow ; 

Sin to his view appeared the worst disease. 
The woe of woes, vile sourse of every woe;. 
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Loi^hadfae prov'd the matrimomd: state, 
StiH ha{^y mth the partner of .fab youth; 

ffiess'd with a Mow-diristian, in his mate, 
A fellow-witness for the Gvod of truth. 

The children of his children now arise, 
Blesai^ with filial gratitude lus name. 

And weE they may sogood afitfaer prize; 
On all his race he hasthe tendenest clum. 

May nothenow MsmuchJiov'd^daug^iter meet; 
Hio^ fir divided lie the kindred clay ? 

May not their sainted spirits kindly greet, 
In the1[>right morning (rf'an endless day ? 

* Mrs. Reed. 



To Mrs. M- 



I SEE your sorrow — ^I behold, in vain 

* 

You tiy your bitter ar^ish to restrson. 
Amiable mourner I your grief revere ; 
Td^adlywipe, but cannot Uame the tear : 
It stesds imlndden fix>m a inother's eye. 
Which us'd to glisten with maternal joy ; 
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When t]be sweet babe you hdd within your armsy 
And gaz'd, witiii raptune, on his op'ning charms. 
But think, my friend, ibo^ of one jcy bereft,- 
What a resource of comfort still is left. 
You still are with a worthy husband bless'd ; 
You still can lean on his suj^rting breast. 
Open your sorrows, tell him sH your mind, 
And in lus c<mv€f)9e consdation find. 
A sweet reward, a sur^ prop is g^ven : 
Lean, lean, my friend, on s^l-supporting heaven. 
Children may die, a husband may ezpire, 
Ev'n earth itself shall be consum'd by fire : 
On uncreated excellence depend ; 
And make thyself a sure eternal fiiend. 



4t 



To Phebe. 



IN fancy I have sought thee ^l the shade, 
And wander'd with, thee o'er the sunny giade f 
With thee I On a mossy bank recline. 
And mix my notes, my vety soul with thine. 



V 
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^xall I the feelings of my heart repress ? 
Or can you pardon ibis abrupt address? 
My offered love I know you'll not refiise : 
To me you wear the aspect of a muse ; 
Yet the sweet cadence of your flowing lines 
The blameless tenor of your life out-ahine&« 
'Tis the report of this my bosom warms; 
*Tis this gives worth to intellectual charms. 
Demons are dark, tho* with great powers en- 

dow'd; 
But Angels slune, for they're bodi wise and good. 
Must tedious rules our commerce regulate? 
Must I a formal introduction wait? 
Life is but short, the rapid moments fly 
In swifl: succession ; we but breathe and die. 
A generous fiiendslup scarce has time to warm 
The human heart, till death dissolves the charm.^ 
But there are fields of light, ethereal plains. 
Where boundless joy, where endless pleasure 

reigns: 
Where the free soul extends its various powers, 
^o greater heights, than mortal &ncy soars : 
Where heavenly minds the sweetest concord 

know, 
And heights of friendship imconceiv'd betow : 

G 
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WhUe some perhaps their endless union datCj, 
In the dim morning of this embryo state. 
Oh ! May we meet upc»i those happy plains ! 
And there unite in never ceasing str^is. 

■^ ffl " iT Mi 

* ' • 

To Alvira, 



FRIEND of my soul, thou nearest to my heart, 
Part of myself — almost my dearest part ; 
What can I write? what language can I use? 
To soften grief, or one sweet smilfe diffuse. 
On that dear face, where melancholy's gloom, 
iHas cropt the roses In their vernal hloom ? 
I see, I feel, I count thy numerous wrongs. 
Thou liapless victim of malicious tongues : 
Not virgin innocence secures thy lame ; 
Tho' unprotected youth might some indulgence 

claim. 
Look up, my friend, to heaven direct thine eyes ; 
A brighter prospect opens in the skies ! 
Secure a place in that divine abode. 
And tread the path our blessed Saviour trode. 
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Patient in suffering, ready to forgive, 
Ees^'d to heaven, in meek complacence live ; 
And look to Ciod for those divine supplies. 
Of comhrty which an envious world denies. 
Trust not to man in all his flower and pride ; 
Tlio' truth and honour in his breast reside : 
His breath is in his nostrils; now he's thine ; 
And now perhaps thou must to death resign 
Him who so lately all thy soul possessed, 
And took the place of God within thy breast. 
Oh ! Junius, noble, generous, and sincere. 
At thought of thee I can't restrain the tear ! 
To think how many circumstances join, 
To rend a heart so great and good as thine ; 
A heart that's fiaught with duty to thy sire, 
Warm'd by love's gently and most fervent fire : 
Love, duty, interest, hcdd continual strife; 
It bleeds to wound the parent, or the wife. 
What but religion's soul-sustaimng power, 
Could comfint thee in this distressful hour I 
* But thou hast felt its influence, thou hast known 
A present God, and claim'd him for thy own. 
Be sted&st still, thy constancy nuuntain ; 
Thus thou advb'dst, and I return again 
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The same advice ; 'tis fiiendslup's best employ, 
T' encourage in iht way to endless }ay. 
And thou, Alvira, partner of his life, 
His earthly treasure, his dected wife, 
From the same source thy consolation bring ; 
Drink deeply at the same eternal spring ; 
In his best pursuits with thy Junius job. 
And make his noblest entertainment thine. 



fsjK 



Sacred to the memory of Mrs. S. M ?. 



• WHILE true benevolence has power to raise 
Grateful emotfons in the human mind; 

How many hearts must vibrate at her praise. 
Who knew, by sweet experience, she was kind I 

. Unto the poor the muses may s^peal. 
Who in her substance did so largely share ; 
Her kind attentions these must ever feel, 
Must own her bounty, and her tender care : 
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Their nur^ in sickness, and in doubts their 
guide, 
Iq aD extremides a certain fiiendr 

For unrestrsun'd by indolence or pride,- 
To rich and poor her goodness did extend. 

Her time,; her health, her talents, were em- 
ployed 
In active services to humankinds 

She's gone, alas ! and.what a dreary void,' 
A mouniful vacuum, has she left behind ! 

But, through the bounty of indulgent heaven, 
Her spirit is transfused into her race ;^ 

To whom^ a more enlarged sphere is givecn 
A hi^ier heart no frame did e'er embrace. - 



TR£.2)£ATH OF MrS. S. T- 



enS the ^gh of paitii^ nature : 
Gendy she resigns her breath'! "" 

How compos'd is every feature, 
Baced in the arms of death 1 

G2^ 
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Now the mourner is rdeased 
From a world of «n and woes^ 

Where her tender heart was pierced 
By many deep and bitter throes. 

Fair and cloudless rose her mc^tmig ; 
Loveand joy Aeir influence spread; . 

But her noon was spent in mourning 
O'er the dying and die dead. 

First she wept a separation 
From her kind and feithful mate ; 

But derived consdation, -« 

In her lonely widow'd state. 

From the duty and aflfecti<m 
Of a &ir and virtuous race : 

To give their minds a rigM directioDy 
And improve each native grace, 

Furnished laudable employment 
To engage the passing hours : 
'Twas both duty and enjoyment 

To draw forth their latent powers. 

» • _ * , , .. . 

Now she sees them flourish round her. 
Lovely, innocent, and gay; 

Think what cruel pangs must wcamd^ her 
To behokl their breathless clay ! 



In Ae space of five short years 
^Twas her lot to bi^ JMir : . •; 

Scaroel}rfaiid,d)e 4ri'd herteors^ 
Tin DEATH demaDdsoiie victimmoi^! 

Hard's die heart thot IS not xDovedi 
For a mother so ber^, « 

Of seven dai^fater» deafly loyed 
TwO) aks ! is all that> left ! 

In despair she never raved^ ,. 
Nor let her grief to .wildness run— 

Of my children Pm bereaved . 
Let our Father's will be done ; 

Seem'd ta be the silept lai^uage 
Of her exercised soul : 

Struggfingp to sui^nt^ her anguish; ^ 
Dawn her dieek the tear did roll. 

Oh ! how short's this mcxtal stoiy I 
Soon the Icmgest Ufe must close. 

Lo, the brightest human glory 
Disappears like melting snows ! 

Yet this fiigitive existence 
Can engross*the human mind : 

O! what fatal inconsistence 
Both to see and to be.blind ! 



eo romi& 

Now we see some feSow-citature 
Trembling on the £ital brink ; 

The last paags of strugg&ig nature 
forces thpugfatlessnesss to think. 

But too oft these good ns^axsmMou 
Passing trifles quick e&ce ; 

While with multiplied tiani^ressiom . 
We fill up the little ispace, 

'Twixt Che present and that hour. 
When we tootnust meet the foe. . 

Oh! may Christ disarm ihis. power f 
And his malice overthrow! 

He's the source of every blessing ; 
Saves from son as well as wrath ; 

CoiiQuering sin^ and graice incxeaiang^ 
Draws the poisonous sting from death.^ 
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God, ov^ H^tv^n. 



MY soul, no longer cleave to dust, 
But raise thy drooping wing ; 

In thy Creator place thy trust, 
To him thy sorrows bring. 

Can reasoning heal the wounded mind ! 

Alas ! it pu2±les more ; 
But God the broken heart can bind. 

And ruined peace restore. 

'Tis he, can tea<^h thee thy disease. 
And best prescribe a cuite ; 

He sets the labouring soul at ease ; 
And makes the vitals piut^. 

No more, my rebel heart, withstand 
All that is grieat and good : 

Has he not form'd thee with his I^nd, 
And bought tfiee with his blood? 

Be still, my beating heart, be still ; 

Let thy affections flow ; 
And govem'd by his sovereign will, 

On God thjr love- bestow. 



t 
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Amanda. 



WHAT mournful sound asiszdls the ear I 
It melts my soul — ^what do I hear ! 
Amanda's &te, Amanda's doom. 
Her early summons to the tomb 1 

Morning saw the &ir one rise. 
Warm with life; her beauteous eyes 
Shed their beams, yet all the wfaile^ 
Death lay ambush'd in a sn^e^ 

Soon she joins the youthful train, 

> 

Sweetly swdls the vocal strain ; 
On musick^s wing^ ^i# praises rise, 
A gratefiil aflferingto the &J4^ i 

But ah! how sad a cbai^ appears ! 
A deadly shriek assays their ears ; 
A heartfelt groan, a piereing cry ; .  
Amaoda! stop, yon ^^st not die ! 

See, the colour leaves her &ce ; . 
Life's fled away, with eveiy ghice ; 
That lovely form, which cbarm'd our ey^. 
Cold and inanimate npw lies I 
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See the virgins q)eQ(^)]j^ 3tand 
See her friend with trembling hand 
Close in death those radiant eyes : 
Unwam'd, alas ! Amanda dies ! 



•■^- iUs. f 



To Maria M- 



WHERE are you gone, my dear Maria, where? 

In distant lands you breathe a different air. 

But, in the steady tenor of your mind, 

Unchanged in love, imalterably kind, 

You say, nor length of time, nor change of place, 

Shall the idea from your mind erase, 

Of the sweet social hou^s, whose loss we mouni; 

Blest hours^ that never, never, must return. 
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CoiCFOSED ON TH£ BaNICS OF CONODO-^ } 

GUINET. 



WHILE, underneath this salutary shade, 
My hands perform their dut}% O, my mind, 

Be not inactive ; let it not be said, 

A spark from heav 'n, to sloth should be inclined 1 

Remember thy illustrious descent ; 

And who first kindled this immortal flame : 
Thus up^vards ever should thy thoughts be bent, 

Toward the eternal source Grom whence yoii 
came. 

These hands with soap and water strive to clear 
Those outward rob^ from each polluting stain ^ 

Sure, then, the soul demands superior care ; 
Shall it unwash'd, impurified, remain ! 

Fcx* it a fount is op'd, whose crimson stream 
Effects this glorious, tius important end ; 

To this with speed apply, nor vainly dream 
Of other aid: on this you may depend. 



— -— - - ^^ 
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►*»< 



On the death of my Father'3 Sisters, 
who died within one week of each 
other : in two parts* 



Part First. 

WHILE shallow riv'lets bubbte as they flow, 
The deeper stream glides silently along ; 

'Twas flius through life, avoiding outward 
show, 
She pass'd, unnoticed by lh^ busy throng ; 

hut valued much by the discerning few, 
Who kne^, and could appreciati^ her worth. 

Strong were her intellects, her heart was true ^ 
But ^ these gifts were shaded while on earth : 

Through life she Jabor'd under such restraint, 
StiQ neither look'd nor spoke up to her mind ; 

But when the hidden f oui^n found a vent, 
Her converse was both solid and refin'd. 

In all the trials of this c^bangdul life, 
Her patience was invariably strong ; 

For had her mind been tost with jarrii^ strjfe^ 
Her fragile frame had Jiardly stood so lo^g« 

H 
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But now reGeved &om its bouse of clay, 
Her soul, I trust, finds room to exercise ; 

And mounting upwards to the realms of day. 
Assumes its proper figure, shape, and size. 

Part S^coni). 
OH! giveabroaderchamiel to our tears! 
Now fond regret is mix'd with anxious fears 4 
One sister rising on the wings of day. 
The other's spirit strives to get away 
Frpm its poor shatter'd tenement, which wears 
Indubitable marks of age and cares : 
Well-order'd cares ; for in a widow'd state, 
Her &xlfaful heart ne'er sought a second mate ; 
But on her children fix'd its fond regaxd, 
And in their duty founda sweet rewazd* 
She, for the space of moie than thirty yeare. 
In tfab endearing character appears : 
Now fill! of days, surrounded by her fiiends 
And weeping o£&pring, her last conflict ends* 
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To MY Sister. 



WHATEVER could in infincy engage, 

Or promisee comfort from her riper age^ 

Was sweetly blended in the form and mind 

Of her you lately to the grave consigned : 

Gay as the birds, which hop from bough to bough ; 

Lovely and innocent, as aught below. 

How just and clear her frrst ideas rise ! 

Ev'n strangers mork her with a fond surprise : 

Docile, as youi^f but wise above her yesra, 

She for a moment shines, and disappears. 

With gradtude thy maker^s bounty trace ; 

A new Maria fills the vacant place i 

May this sweet babe renew thy wither^ joy, 

And with her aster in her temper vie. 

In her young mSnd the seeds of knowledge sow;' 

Whatever is good let her be taught to know ; 

Knowledge of evil of itself will grow. 

Our general mother this too dearly bought ; 

In this, alas ! we're all too fully taught ! 




c 



1 
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Oh! precious babe, fOTthee my bosom warms 
With pleasing hopeS) and beats with fond alarms ! 
May God himself instruct thee, how to choose. 
To love the good, the evil to refuse: 
Preserve thee, till thy earthly trial's past, 
And bring thee safely to himself at last. 
Hail ! highly-honour'd J for to thee is given 
To train up children for the King of heaven. 
Yet know thy post is dangerous-*-dius it stands : 
Lost through neglect — ^then surely at thy hands 
Their blood shall be requir'd — an awful thought ! 
'Tis strange that this should ever be forgot ; 
^Tis strange, so many should unfidthful prove, 
ImpeiPd at once by fear, and drawn by love. 
Some tender mothers, that dieir girls may charm, 
In zeal to polish quite forget to form : 
The very toyman can't proceed so fast ; 
His mimic fair receive their varnish last : 
But these, enamoured of external grace, 
Give it the first, the last, the middle place ; 
They vainly decorate an empty case. 
Or worse than empty ; for the busy mind. 
Or bad, or good, must some materials find 
To fill ima^nation, memory, thought : 
And can a child select them as it ought ? 
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Who woold'not shudder, were he to be told, 
A child was dead with hunger, or with cold ; 
Or swallowing pois(m with its deadly fere,'*! 
Or heedlessly expos'd to tainted air, > 

Not through necessity , but want of care? J 
Nor should those parents be esteemed more kind. 
Who nurse the body, but neglect the mind. 
The mind requires, it hungers after food : 
What's light pu6Fs up, it cant digest the aiidcj 
But thrives on what is nourishing and good. 
Some think they have their duty well fulfiU'd, 
When a high sense of honour is instiH'd ; 
The worfd'6 opinions highly this regard y 
And, well reputed, they have their reward : 
This may be right in an inferior sense ; 
With this, perimps,>'twere dangerous to dispense^ 
But there are nobler motives not a few, 
And found, in feet, moipc efficacious too : 
Virtue's best guardian, fer the strongest fence 
To bar out vice, is an abiding sense 
Of lying open to th' omniscient eye, . 
Of him, who can't behold iniquity ; 
Who, as it were, the very soul dissects, 
And every lurking vanity detects ; 

H 2 
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Who the extensive universe commands, 
And holds our &tes in his eternal hands ; 
Whose bleeding mercy has found out a plan 
To save and quicken lost^ degenerate man ; 
To raise him from the smk, to purify, 
And kindly make him capable of joy ; 
But ne'er dissolv'd, nor will, fixr any price, 
Dissolve the tie 'twixt misery and vice. 
Hence let her reason — jusdy, hence conclude, 
If I'd be happy I must first be good ; 
God still beholds wh^ite'er I say or do ; 
My inmost flioughts are open to his view : 
Him let me please, tho' others I oflSmd, 
And miake his glory still my highest end. 






Inscribed to my Brothers. 



ONCE more 111 try the oft attempted theme. 
And breathe in verse my honoured &ther's,na|ne. 
When o'er his lifeless corpse my bosom bled, 
And sense and jeason both pronoimc'd him dead; 
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Still, sdll I felt so close, so (kar a Ue, 
On him it seem'd so.natural torely, [die 

I knew not how to think so good a man should^ 
When in tte grave his dear remains were laid, 
And the last rites, and funeral honours paid ;. 
No language can describe the pai^ I bore ; 
I wept, and wqpt, till I could weep no more. 
To me the little tenement he left 
Seem'd like a body of the soul bereft. 
The trees had then their, leafy hmours shed> 
And seem'd to mourn their late po6se$sor dead. 
The miBe was wont to come to my relief, 
And sooth my soul in every little grief; 
But now I strove, and always strove in vain^ 
To range my thoughts in a poetic strain : 
My swelling heart refus'd the muse's aid ; 
Ideas teem'd, but nothing could be said. 
But now my .fether's mem'ry pleasure toings ; 
I'd rather be his daughter, th^n a king's* 
If this be pride, may it lussons inspire ; 
Oh! may they learn to emulate their sire! 
But.(^ that sire^ alas! they Utde knew, 
And&omhis Hpsbut small instruction drew. 
»Tis Qod alone can such a loss supply ; 
ThatGod in whom we live, and at whose call we die. 
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Could I the outikies of hisleaturesitrace^ 

And give you but a shadow of his &ce ; 

Methinks, 'twould IdBdleinyour heartsaflane ;. 

You'd strive to wear his virtues, with iu$ name. 

Those virtues were not of the dazzling kind ; 

But deep and solid as the golden mine : 

His dress was simple, and his manner plain ; 

Frugal, withouta aoidid loiv^ of gain ; 

Unalterably just, but not severe ; 

His temper steady, and his judgment clear ; 

With courage stSl th' <^ipressed to ddfend, 

He always ppov'd Mpafidf the poor man's fiiend.^ 

According to this rule Isaw him live; 

His left-hand knew not what hi&r^ght*hand gave^ 

He never deem'd it coumge to bbspfaeme. 

Nor madly sp(xt widi the Etemdname; 

But to his makerdaily homage paid,. 

With decent rev'itence, aiid without parade^ 

His gemus— — 4)ut I must myself commmid^ . 

Nor speak of what I do net-understand : 

But well I know, the sciences he lov'd, 

And many a youth hk lessons have improved*- 

He in his fiim'ly hadtfae happy art, 

Without constrainty to«e^ in ^ery heart.^ 



Hb wife aiidi cfaSdren <>n Ms w3i GOuB 1^^ 
And thought whate'er he did at said was best. 
Hk mddert merit gemrA iioticedrew ; 
His friends wefe num'itHis aftd his hes wfert few^ 
Such was your fiiAer, strive to be tfaes^otle ; 
Copy his virtues, and ^serve his name« 

MELA^Cft6LY INSTANCES Ot HUMAW DEPllA- 

VITY. 



UPOK ^ bmk oTft slow-witid^^ fiood 
The goCid AlphoHso's mddtest msut^ion st6od; 
A man he was throu^iout the obimtsj knoWd, 
Of sterling sense, to social converse p^one : 
He waHt'd the plains with such majeistk gsrace, 
When time }»d drawn its furrows on his face,* 
'Twas easy tomS^ his youthful charms, ^ 

When first Ae feir Maria Wess'd his arms : 

> 

Maria — Oh! what mix'd emotions rise, 
Grief, pity, indignation^ and surprise. 
At thou^t of thee!— 
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Thy sweetness might have mov'd the harshest 

mind; 
Thy kindness taught th'ungentlest to be kind ; 
And yet afiend enshrin'd ki female mould 
Could thy heart-i'ending sanies behdd ; 
When by her cruel wiles thy wedded heart 
Was basely sever'd from its dearest part. 
The lov'd Alphonso's breathless coipse she 

viewed. 
And yet her hardened heart was imsubdu'd. 
Perhaps, she saw thee sink be^de his bed, 
Or lean in speechless sorrow o'er the dead^ 
Or heard thee &ii^y Ciy — ^The knot^s unti'd 
Come, gentle death, thou cans'tnomc»^ divide : 
!Ekit spare our children, our lov'd o&priag spaic; 
They stSl are yoimg, and life is worth thar caiie4 
To me the charm that sweeten'd life is gone ; 
Weep not, my friends, I cannot die too soon. - 
Fast through her reins the subtle ])oison s{M^ead> 
And join'd with grief, tobow her aged head. 
Herduldren strive her drooping head to stay; 
The monster works to rend those props away ; * 
But triumphs not : a greater power sustains 
And bears them through excruciating pains. 
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Oft did Mam, in serener days, 
With tender transport on her ofispring gaze ; 
Maternal love was pictured in her fece, 
The happyparent of a blooming race; 
Now the fond mother feels at eveiy pore; 
Worse than her own, the pangs her children bore. 
Yet still herself, sweet, ai&ble, and mild,- 
The patient suflferer on her murd'rer smilM ; 
Who by her bed officiously attends, 
Concetti and kind solicitude pretends. 
Yet still pursues her own infernal ends. 
Hence aid medicinal is rendered vain. 
By frequent potions of the deadly bane ; 
While cruel torture rack Maria's frame. 
And by degrees puts out the vital fiame. 

Now pause, my muse, and seriously enquire. 
What could this hdlish cruelty inspire ! 
Why strike at Aose who no oflfence had gii%n? 
It aeetns like stabbing at the &ce of heaVeni 
In ha: dstik: mind what ugly passions breed! 
Ukt gnawing worms, they oti her vitals feed. 
Without an object, what could malice do? 
Alvina's near, she's often in her^view; 
In her pdluted soul fotil cfivy's raised ; 
Because perhaps she hears Alvina prais'd» 
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'Gainst titiee, Alvioa^ sh^ t^ mischief ^)n&. 
The wicked miaqpewt wprking m t]i^ ^k^ 
Spreads ruin rounds b^ oWfiiptMt the xmfk: 
A power divine re^trmns 4e fitUing Upw-^' — 
Thus fer thou may'st, but shalt no firths go* 
What deadly venom rankled in that breast! 
What worse than poison must the soul infest, 
Whic]» still its &tal piuppse could pursue, 
Tho' general destruction might ensue ! 
Oh! sin, prolific source of human wo^ ! 
To thee mankind their various sorrows owe ; 
Thro' thee our woiid a gloomy as^ct wears. 
And is too justly stil'd a vak of tears ^ 
Man was first form'd upon a social plan ; 
And ties unnumb^'d fiisten man to man: 
None are, howe'er debased, in form or mind, 
Cut oiF fix>m all communion with their kind* 
Witness the wretphed subject of these lines. 
Alas! how many suffered by her crimes 1 
Who more detach'd, of less impcHt, than she E 
Yet mark her ii^uence on society* 
But there are crimes of a less shocking kind, 
That find an easy pass fi*om mind to mind: 



As fire spreads from one buUding to another, 
The vieiotis man ccHitaminates his brother ; 
Why wonder, then, that Adam could de&(^ 
His maker's image in sot inborn race ? 
When his own hand the sacred stamp had torn, 
Could he transmit it whole to sons imbom ? 
In him the foul contagion firet began ; 
From sire to son the deadly venom ran ; 
Thus poisoning all the mighty mass of man 
The sad effect is dreadful to endure ; 
But human wisdom could not find a cure : 
Thus, Scripture, reason, and experience, tend 
To prove, the power that made alone can mend. 
Oh! Christ, thou sum and soxirce of every good, 
Thou that for sinners sh^'st thy precious blood, 
In thee our various wants are all suppli'd ; 
Thy death our ransom, and thy life our guide. 
In thee thv followers second life attain : 
And man reflects his maker^s &ce again* 
Is sin progressive, pleading every hour ? 
Has heaven-bom virtue no difiusive power? 
Our blessed Saviour is a living head ; 

The streams that issue from him can't be dead 
But scatter life and fi:ag^ce, as they spread* 

I 




DeIiIA. 



YDUNG DELL\ cries, where shall I find 
A residence, to please my mind ? 
A place that's free from care and pain, 
Where perfect ease and pleasure reign ? 

First to the city Delia flies ; 
And there sees human butterflies, 
Who to all gay amusements go, 
In silk and silver make a show. 

Sure these are happy, DeHa cries ; 
Their dioughdess air excites surprise ; 
Gayly they flutter to and fro, 
Nor seem to have one thought of woe. 

Soon she joins the gaudy train, 
Paints and dresses ; but in vain : 
Altho' in iqparkling gems she shin'd, 
Still discontent prey'd on her mind. 

At length with high disdain she cri'd ; 
rU bid adieu to pomp and pride ; 
Unto the country I'll repair^ 
And try th' effect of rural air. 
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Ah ! Delia, whither would'st thou go ! 
A mind diseased breeds thy woe ; 
You your own bitter pills prepare, 
And trifles always cause you care. 

If you would truly be at rest, 
Make virtue sov'reigh in your breast : 
To real ills she brings relief, 
And certain cure to &ncied grief. 

Tlunk, &irest pupil, 4hat you hear 
Bright virtue whispering in your ear 
Such words as these, with aspect mildi^ 
As if an angel on you soiflVl : 

Be never gaudy, but b^ gay; 

In something useful spend each day ^. 

Som^e relaxation I don't slight ; 

It wholesome m^ and yidds delight. . 



58284^^ 
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To THE MEMORY OF W. M-^ . I^TKO DIED 

^T Natchez, 



A SAD fbreboding fills my anxious heart; 

The (k^leful nen^ still tin^e in my ear; 
Oh! may a gracious providence avert 

These dreadful evils we have cause to fisar ! 
See how the righteous fall chi every side ! 

Mark that sweet fbw'r, cropt in its vernal Uoom i 
To such a safe asylum IS iHipplied ; 

Are they not taken from the ills to come ! 
Ah ! would the living lay such deaths to hearty 

Ponder their hearts: with care, their lives amend, 
From evoy febe and wicked way depart j 

Hien death's sore pangs would sin and sorrow 
end. 
But quite regardless of such fiiendly csdls, 

Alas ! th' unthinking multitude remain I 
Or cleave to tottering fences, bowing walls, 

Deceitful props, which cant themselves sustain. 
The mem'xy of the wicked soon must rot : 

But thine, dear youth, emits a sweet perfume ; 
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Thy genuine virtues must not be fcHrgot ? 

* They i^ed a saci^ radiance round thy tomb : 

Virtues wWch spring feoni a mere earthly nx)t, , 

Could never boast such excdience as thine ; 
Celestial trees alone produce such firuit, 

The gi^jcious planting of a hand <&in£. . 
The dear KedeMner^s image was impress'd^ 

On theC) too le^ly to be mii^'n ; 
That heavenly love which warm'd thy youthful 1 
breast$- 

That blessed image, thou dost still retain, 
Ctf thee th' unworthy wfMid is soon deprived : 

Alas ! the world thy value would not know ! 
From different springs thy pleasures were deriv'd, , 

In other chmrnds their affections flow. 
Yet there wa§ in thee what insured trust, 

In wfaatre^rds this wwld, as well as heaven ; . 
For in th' unrighteous mammon those are just 

^o whom fh' un&dii^- riches shall be given. 
Blest youth, Ay spirit is no longer^ev^d 

By seeing'cvils^ which thou could'st not cure; 
But Hkn thou see'st in whom thou hast bdiev'd, 

And fed'st thy bliss, thy endless Hiss secure. . 

12.- 
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No mother lives to mourn Ay early firte, 

Or sink o'envhelm'd with scxraw at the news; 
No dear relation by thy bed did wait, 

A^ fitim thy feiidiead wipe the dsnmqr d^^ 
But sdl that knew thee fed a fond regret ; 

White fimcy hovers o'er diy distant urn; 
Virtue's just tribute every eye must wel ; 

And every heart with emulation bum. 



To Miss S. W . on the recover* or 

HER HEALTH. 



PERMIT the muse to touch a tender strii^, • 
The chord of gratitude : dost thou not fed 
Its sweet vibrations ? While with a foil heart, 
You Hft your eye to Him, whose goodness gives 
Virtues medicinal to foimtains, plants. 
And nainerals. Oh ! let us all beware ! 
While these we use and Own their healing powers. 
Lest e'er the great Physician we forget, ; /^ 
Their author, whose heijeficence divine 
Stremis forth in golden veins thro' all his works,- — 
His works of nature, providence, and grace. 
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Again tfa3(^pulse beats fieguhr; tluneeye 
%»rkle&i¥]&Jbeahli; th}^ late rdbxed fianie 
R&Eiews its vig(Mr; ev*iy look conveys 
TranspoftKg ii^bnaet^ 
Of kixkl^r^tioi^, who with anxioias caie 
Observ'd llie prpgress of tl^ dire disease* 
But most thy parents ^felt thy Mte decfipe, 
And fixl thy nestco^tion : it was theirs 
To uiark thy dawning talents, thefirst germs 
Of intellectual and of moral beauty 
Put forth their leaves beneath their fi3stering eye* 
Long may'st thou live ; andmay they too be spar'd. 
To see the promise of thy tender years 
More than accomplished in thy ripen'd worth ; 
While aH their num^us offspring join to weave 
A never &diii^ chapletto dieir brows. ^ 



i 



£l£ANORA» 



'TIS notthe glow of youth, dio' this ^appears 
But the expression of superior charms ; 

A look of conscious rectitxide she wears: 
Her smile like dawningPhoebus cheersand warms. 



lOi 
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In duty active, and in maimers mild,' 
And unassuming, as th^ modest flosyer, 

Whose unobtrusive sweetness decks the wild, 
Adcnns the garden, ^uid tlve shady bowier : 

r 

She's not elated with a prosperous state ; 
The dignity of virtue she maintains ; 

The pride arising from a.feir.estate,^ 
Or outward show, her better sense <fisdains. 

Ah ! vain attempt ! my muse can never draw 
The lineaments of beauty so refined ; . . 



) 



She drops the pencil, touched with tremblins 
awe. 



And fears injustice to so &ir a mind. 

The gentle Eleanora's charms to trac^ 
Requires an arUst of superior skill ; 

To §^ve each excellence its proper place. 
And her sweet ^piia^tihFoisgbihe wl^le distill. 



' ». 
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Epithalamiuic. 



WHEN love and feir Serenia 1$ the theme, 
Let no cUscordant note the ear annoy; 

In gentlest accents breathe the sweetest name, 
Attune the muse to harmony and joy« 

Come hither, hymen's fairest train, 

-Here let love and friendship reign, 

Sweet solicitude to please, 

Mutual confidence and ease : 

But fly &r hence insidious pair. 

Fell distrust, and preying care. 

Hymen, may these thy ardeiit vot^es find. 
Thy promis^d'Hessings all-sincere and red[, 

Joys pure, and spotless, as Serenia's mind. 
And exquisite j as fondest lovers fed. 

Still msny love's impressive smile 

Soften grief, and sweeten toil ; 

Still the mutual flame increasing. 

Each at once both blest and Ues^oig; 

Lasting may those bles^ngs prove. 

And peace and plenty crown their love* 
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Beneficent dispenser of all good, 

Look down with &vour on the youdifiil pair ; 
Give them an interest m the Saviour's blood ; 

Make them the objects of thy special care. 
Put them not oiF with earthly toys, 
With these vain transitory joys ; 
But let thy common fevours be 
The means to raise their hearts to thee : 
May th^ together thee adore, 
When earthly ties are felt no more. 



Ode ToViaTxrE. 

O Virtue, feir, divinely fek-, 

How sweetly dost thou sAune I 
In {fngd br^itness thou appear'st; 

Thy lineage is divine* 
In heav'n dxm first a being had'st, 

And always wik enduie ; 
Perfection there is to be found 

Unlimited and pure. 
Within thy bosom, O my God, 

Tnie virtue dolh re^de ; 
In thee ita very essence lies. 

In thee, and none besid^. 






FROM lonely shades, a calm obscure i^treat^ 
Let me my friend, my dear Eliza greet< 

• Now fer removed from commerce with the gpy^. 
In sober dulness here I pass the day^ 
Sometimes^ alas ! I feel my spirits sink ; 
And grow almost too indolent to think : 
A kzy stupor creeps through all my blood, 
And more than half congeals the vital flood. 
Oh ! for a friend, to give a hearty shake> 
And bid these drowsy Acuities awake ! 
Or rather, gracious author of my frame, 
Kindle; my dull devotion to a flame ; • 

Let true religion in my bosom thrive ; 
Oh ! bid me live, and feel myself alive. 
What^ tbo' the fleeting moments glide away t 
What, tho' diis feeble frame must soon decay ! 
What, tho' my life but as a hand-breadth seems, 
And youth's gay prospect, visionary dreams ! 
Still there are joys, substantial past dispute, 

' That will not mock us with a v^n piu^uit 
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Skire, there's enough to keep the soul awdce. 
When heaven's eternal glories are at stake. 
At death the flunking principle survives ; 
And e'en the moulderiqg jday again revives : 
This thought to peace and resignation tends, 
And sooths our sorrow for departed friends ; 
Teaches in His disposing will to rest^ 
Who orders human changes for the best. 
You, lovely maid, ill grief can ^sympathise, 
You've felt the rupture of the tenderest ties ; 
Yet, if your honovu*'d parents still were here, 
You scarce would act in such a useful sphere : 
In you, distinguis'd maid, we long have knowit 
A &ther, mother, sister, all in one : 
Your various duties you with care fulfil, 
And act your peat with diligence and skill. 
May providence your little household guard. 
And crown your virtue with a rich reward. 
Alas ! how many changes haye I known ! 
How many pf my eariy friends are flown ! 
Where's the fond &ther now, upon whose breast 
My infimt head with confidence did rest! 
Whose voice I, as an oracle, have heard. 
And sought his favour as a rich jeward ! 
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No youd^ charmsdid then my heart engage ; 

I saw unri\^'d beauties in hb age. 

His hoary Jocks diiiusM a reverend grace, 

Andlines of deepreflectioilji^rk'd his fiK^e ; 

His eyes with a benignant lustre shin'd 

Clear, bright and deep, expressive of the mind* 

He is not now extinct ; he still nmntains 

A part, Great Father, in thy wide domains. 

Perhaps with means and feculties improved. 

He still pursues the sciences he lov'd ; 

Perhaps he- still is near me, though unseen T 

By the dim organs of diis gross machine ; > 

Perhaps he has my watchful guardian been. J 

Whether departed spirits e'er attend. 

As guardian Angels to surviving friends. 

Is not for dull mortality to learn: 

Nor is it matter of supreme concern. 

It more concerns us carefully to prove 

Our interest in the great Redeemer's love : 

To trace lus footsteps — ^in his merit trust, 

And seek through him the mansions of the just. 

Eliza, let us carefuHy maintain 

Our posts, while station'd in this hostile plain. 






n 
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We're caU!d tohold, uroSi our k^est breads 
A war with sin, 4he harbinger of death : ^ 

Still, with Qur chief, our ^^ous chief, in view, 
Let us the fi)e, our subtle fbe, pursue : 
Nco- let tfa' insidious source <^hunuin woe 
Rdgn in our hearts, and poison all we do. 
Our weapons, and otir strength, Hb grace sup- 

4 

plies; 
While in his hand he holds the shining piize. 
No &ding laurel tempts the glorious strife ; 
But spotless virtue, and immortal life : 
For such a crown, 'tis wisdom to endure : 
To be forever, and forever, pure. 
Behold 1 the gate of heav'n wide open stands : 
He beckons to us with his bleeding hands. 
O ! let xis to th' impressive sign attend. 
Nor fear ten thousand foes, when bkss'd with such 

a friend. 



^ 
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CONTEHBLATIOKS. 



O! Author of ^universe, 

How giorious must thou be ! 
Who could'st such wond'rous works p 

As those bright wx^lds I see V 
The stany firmament <Xi high^ . 

How glorious to survey ! 
Those stars in lustre &r surpass 

The diamond's sparkling ray* 
When viewed as ornamental gems^ 

My qres enraptur'd gaze r- 

Considering them ^ neigfab'Hng world 

My soul's rapt iii amaze. 
If such thy vronA\ous works, O Lorcl^ 

How great thyself must be ! 
Above the comprehension 

Of such poor worms as^ we*^ < 
Absorb'd in thy immensity ^r- 

As nodiing we appear; 
Yet still the meanest of thy works 

£:qperiesice8 tlqr care. 
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To Mrs. I 



*< 



WELCOME, lovely stranger^ wdcome 
From the seat of pomp md ho^ ; 

Welcome to the niral yilbt, 
Here to taste more solid joys : 

Here to taste the various pleasures 

Wluch a rand life bestows ; 
When the mind's attun'd to tdish 

Pleasure that from mture jBows. 

If you delight in contemplation^ 
Ample scope it here vaay have ; 

Sure you need not want enjoyment^ 
Whether you are gay or grave. 

Nature's spacious book Iks open, 
Flow'iy &dds and ineadows gaf ^ 

Where, without one rude spectator. 
With your J — n you may stray. 
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Matilda. 



SOO>ras Aurora blushed along the sky, 
The young Matilda, ming firom her bed^ ' 

Walk'd forth) the fiagrant morning to enjoy t 
O'er de\iy meads the lovely wand'rer spedf 

Till on the summit of a tow'ring hill ; 
Where she m%ht viewtfaefields in all their prides 

And listen to the bubbling of a riU, 
Whose streams meandac^d 'long the mountain*^ 
side: 

Se^ed, she oast her wandering eyes around. 
Viewed nature^ thus adbrn'd in all her channs ; 

What sweets, said she,.do every where abound f 
The pleasing scene this glowing bosom, wamots; 

Vb sons of sloth, who now inactive lie^ 
Ye litde relish the delights I tasie ; 

Else to yoursdvesye suie could not d^y 
So pure, so sweet, so exquisite a feast. 

The feather'd host, in joyous concert |<»n'd> 
With their delightful warbling fill the air, 

YieliBng improvement to th'attentive mind. 
While the wild music greets &e ravished ear* 

K2 
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Here choicest flowers, in rich prafusion strew'd, 
Deck the gay plakis, and niake creation smile ; 

from diese the bees extract the sweetest food, 
When the warm sun invites them to their toiL 

This b the hour, the happy hour, to p^ .<^ 
Our adcnation to the source of lights 
' Just when Aurora drives the shades away, 
And mddy morning takes the place of nig^. 

The mind, refreshed by its late repose. 
Is now more strong and vig'h)us than before : 

Let us not t^en this happy moment lose ; 
But the grdM scHirce of all that's good adore. - 

'Tb He who makes the smiling flowers to 
grow. 
Which ^us enamel the green mantled plain ; 

'Us He who bids yon bubl^g brook to flow. 
And gladdens earth widi fertifizing rain. 

Tho' these hb sov^ign power and goo<iaeas 
show; 

Th£^r\e sniall, oHnpar^l to works that he has done : 
Far greater blessings from hb bounty flow; 
gifts are^treasur'd in Ms Son. 
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l^OUTH's a sweet season, but SQ quiokfaF fkmfi^ 
We scarcely call tliue transient bloom om* onm; . 
We; hafdly feel oursdves upon tihe stjig^, 
TiU time give^ warning of approaching, age« 
But youth may a still lovelier lidit ^s^omi?,, 
Yiew'd as an, emblem of immprtaL Uoom ; .. 
Lake as ti>^ blossom, from a generous root^^ 
Is a fiur prelude to delicious fruit. 
But here a thought occurs — from root that's dead 
How can the bud protrude, or blossom s^nread? 
Our tootis wither'd in a barren soil';. 
Our laipps aoe out, ^and wasted is our oO. 
Unchang'd By pow'r divipe,^ our &ires^deeds 
Appear like &ding flowers, or pois-'noua weeds : 
But ohceongrafred in die living vine,, 
The flower's immortal, and. the fruit divine, 
Alas! what precious hours we spend in irain t 
In learning what must be unleam'd agam ! 
'Tb mortifying, idien advanc'd to age, 
To be set back, as twere, to the first page. 



But W(x« by fir, at kot to y kid tb^ ^ost. 
Untutored still in what concems us most. 
How dreadful to the unembodi'd mind, 
To leave its wisdom».jlMlits wealth, behind! 
Be thou^ O Lon), my wisdom and my wei^;« 
MTy bed In sickness, tod my joy in healtli ; ' 
Thro* lOl the changing scenes of life, my guid^; . 
At once my ^lory, and my shield from pri^e. 
O! turn my heart froiji vanity and lies ! 
The jsacred yolume teac^ me how to prize i 
Grant me the teacmngs of thy spirit, Lord, 
That J may rightiv unda^tand thy word. 
Me to thy blessed image. Lord, transform-r^ 
'What an aspiring thou|;ht in sudi a wprm ! 
But thou art pleased to see piir hearts aspire^ 
Thou btessed source of eyery goiod desire. 
O ! let me cleave and ]^ten to my Rock ! 
And there sust^ki the last tremendous ahock c 
Not life, nor d^ath, in its most frightful gloom,^. 
Nor things that present are, nor things to Coih^ 
Nor height^ per depth, nor all the powa^s that bC; 
Can sep^ijite from the love df God and thee^ 



I 
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A Hymn* 



WHY shcatld my soul Ue sunk in deep despond- 
ence, 
Brooc&g &tr evils in their nature transient ! - 
Why tfiis depression^ tvrhile so many blessongs 

Quiter around me 1 

Don't thoae pmtsskm ividdt lUure th^ worB* 

ling, ' 

Owje difilr-duef "vfidue V ardficid eravkigs? 
While the ^^oj'Viients 4xf tihevf^^ 

Are more 



« • 
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Think bow preposterous, in 3uch poor delinquent^ 
Who the least fevour cannot daim from merit^ , 
Thus to come forward with otu- idle wishes^ 

Claiming indulgence ! . 

Think how un^teful, thus to pine and murmur 

At the privation of same cartjWy c^oforts; 

While die best blessings which a God could 

lender, 

Court our acceotince! 
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Still let me ponder, with increas'd amazement^ 
On die deep suff'rings of the great Redeemer ! 
On Us perfectk»iSy and the blessings purchas'd 

For his belieyers ! 

P ! may that temper, wluchiireyaiPd in Jesus, 
Gain the ascendant over all that's sensual! 
Hoty aflfectkms^ which ensure fiiiitioii,. 

Strengthen within misf 



Tbs absurdity of Athziski^ 

A I 

LIVES there a man, possess'dofearsandeyes; 
Who the dread presence of a God denies ? 
If there be such, let him for once survey 
The various beauties nature's works display ; 
The sUyer fountain's bosom free from stain ; 
The lofty mountain, and the lowly plain ; 
Luxuriant meadows, and high toW'ring trees ; 
Herbs, fruits, and flowers: then ask, who made 

aU these? 
Thou canst not think that by mere chance ^th^ 



Kor yet that mortal pian peiform'd tiiesame. 
But what are mortals ? View thy self and see ; 
Without a power divine thou could'st not be. 
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Th£ Fkjends from real Lifs» 



SPRIGHTLY CeHa treads on air ; 

Mark the footsteps of the feir ; 

See her smoothly glide along. 

Lightest of the smiling throng* 

What pencil can her manner trace ! 

^Tis an ever- varying grace, 

Animates her form and &ce. 

Sweetest smiles with frowns are blending, 

Chiding now, and now commending. 

Celia's sensitive all over ; 

A feeling friend, afervent lover; 

She can't endure a neutral part ; 

But loves and hates with all her heart : 

And every way that heart's affected, 

Itis feelings on her face depicted. 

We sparkling wit in CeUa find. 

With traits of an expanded mind. 

She as amodier dsums regard : 

01 may her child her care reward* 
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To her in closest aim^ is jom|d 

A being, differing both in fonn and mind; 

Yet in essenliai points so wiS agreed, 

That nothing can theic Jiuitiial lovt exceed. 

Her I will call Symphroma the sage ; . 

For in her yoiith she bears the fruits of agp. 

She's iina&cted, simple, and sincere, 

And inly kind, when outwardly severe. 

Her words are few^ sententious, and just t 

She's full ot thoughts, that might get leave to 

rust, 
Ii i^ri^tly Celia did' not take deUght 
To draw the litde embryos into light 
Wlule her £ur friend, stiU pondering what is fit^ 
Oft set^ a bound to Celia's flowing wit ; 
Diverts its course, when likely tx> oflfendi 
Nor de^ms a lively sally worfli a friend. 
Thus mutual benefits cement their love ; 
And wkh their years their fiiendship must im- 

prove. 
Each as a dearer-self regards her friend. 
And to the conimon good their separate efforts^ 

texid. 
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Christ chtr Sh£therd. 



SIN shall no more dominion have. 
Since Christ its reigning power hath broke ; 

Strict justice now can nothing crave 
Of those who wear his easy yoke. 

His spotless life the law fulfils ; 
His death the dreadful forfeit paid ;, 

His spirit a new life instills ; 
In him his people are re-made. 

He triumphs over death and hell, 
O'er principalities and powers. 

O'er hearts accustomed to rebel, 
Even such hardened hearts as ours. 

Our Shq)herd is the glorious King ; 
Our King the Shepherd of his sheep ; 

Strong consolation tins must bring : 
Bless'd are the flock he deigns to keep. 

Dear Jesus bring me to thy fdd, 
Encircled in thy arms divine ; 

On thee, on thee I fix my hold, 
And nothing lack, mice thou art mine* 

L 
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To Mrs. D- 



Farewell, my friend, a long &rewell ! 

A mournful sad adieu ! 
I call to mind the happy hours, 

So sweetly spent with you : 

Your gayety inspired delight, 
And made Ifae moments fly ^ 

Quick as the radiant beams of light, 
That sparkle in your eye. 

The drooping spirits you can raise, 

And make dejection gay ; 
It is your power, be it your praise, 

To banish care away. 

Is it fix)m nature, or from art. 

Your spirits still are free ? 
If you have power the charm t* impart, 

I pray you teach it me. 

Write a receipt for cheerfulness, 

And teach me how to find 
That blessing of the highest rank. 

That cordial of die mind. 
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ButO! I doubt a countercharm 

Will cause the cure to &il ! 
TwiU bring your absence to my mind ; 

Then sadness must prevail* 



► 4JH 



Spring. 



HAIL) charming spring ! once more retum^<]^ 

To greet my longing eyes ; 
Thy sweete dispel the wintry gloom, 

And all its honx>r flies. 

We see the blossom on the spray ; 

The birds in concert join ; 
Sweedy the moments glide away ; 

For every sweet is thine. 

But ah ! how transient is thy reign ! 

Thy beauties soon decay : 
An emblem of youth^s florid scene, 

Which soon must wear away. 

Then teach me, Lord, in this my prime, 
In virtue's path to tread ; 
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That, when I feel the hand of timcy 
Her influence may spread 

Through every fibre of my ta^east ; 

And when my drooping frame 
Is pointing to its element, 

Toward heaiven my spirit aim. 



On heading Emma Corset, 



I TOO hav^ read (with feding, and wkh tare,) 

The mournful story of tbis fidihfiil pair; 

O^er the sad tale in tears of pity mourned, 

And woes fictitious into real turned. 

Ah ! what av^ the glowing charms of youth, 

His spotless honour, her unblemish'd truth ! 

Why was the arrow taken fi-om his side, 

Or her feir lips to the rank wound appli'd ! 

All, — ^all conspire to rivet heart to heart, 

And make it still more terrible to part* 

But need we to fictitious stories fly ? 

Or learn fi-om Novels, men are bom to die ? 
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Does not each day present before our eyes^^ 
Edxmi^ctwoc tbe heart to humanize ? 
And eveiy bourns expenenoe jJainty show, 
Tis vain, to seek unnungled biiss below t 
Then let us lode . beyond ^us narrow iqdaere r 
Nor let our dearest hopes be centred liere;. 
Enjoy the good, th& evil well a{^Iy, 
And deem it our best privilege — to die. 



A Tale. 



GOOD Timon flourished In the vale of fife^ 
Blessed with- a gentle and attentive wife ; 
Likewise a. daughter beautiful as day, 
Sweeter than Flora, or the Queen of May. 
Good nature and good sense together join'd 
To deck the lovdy Seraphina's mind. 
Her heavenly nund; with genuine sweetness gtac^dt^ 
By neither pride nor folly was debas'd , 
But every niodest virtue flourished there : 
She was her parmts' joy, their only care. 

L2 
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To train her up to virtue was thcfr view j 
Sweet wslsthe ta^ aiui sweet the sticees^too. 
Soon ^ the plant, beneath their forming hsabdi 
In leaves of ftirest Excellence expand. , . ' 
Her q)^ning diarms their various cares be^itil^d : 
Possessed of Biidi a trea»ire in their db^; 
They envy not the <^Ieiitand gay, 
Who warmt^ bftsk in foitiilie'B br^hter my«, \ 
A fall supjJy for present use is given, 
And for the future Aey rdy on heaven. 
Early they 'rose with the first dawn of day, 
And with united ardour ^oin'd to pray ^ 
But first to heav*n their gratefal hearts they raise. 
And m swe^t anthems jsftig their Maker's praise. 
Music is* j^metmxes call'd devotion's wings x 
Let Seraphs liiten^ Sa:iiptdna su^. 
They're in re^^n just what they appear; 
Their feiril b stedtfest, and their love smcere j 
In Chri^ thek h(^s of haj^nness they ^ce, *■ 
And *tend wi&rev^ence oit the meam of graer. 
Their of4y eh^d with J€^y&i hearts th^ seQ 
Ripening a-pace ^ iminc3(rtality ; 
Her heart, Kke Lydia^, open to raceive 
The best instructic^itf matchless love covdd g^ve ; 
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InstmGtk)p» fey tibe boA of teadMn 

O imppy parents J It is i^oiuib to pttnre 
A blessings ^A Unbounded as yMar lofv^i 
Note^'en herdaakfa yow toai£»rt ooukl destiioji 
Notae Init ^ dxriatian psrfeiit k»6ws jrour j<ty^ . 
Retir'd from claol'mus scenes of noise tad stfifii^ 
They leadaquiety not utisocial fife x 
Domestic dutks tfadr diief cace& empk^ ; 
Domestic pkasBnes mo which never doy. . . 
On a small &ra^ tail'd bjr the fiuher's faondsi^ 
A iieat iinoBteatiitioiti bliiMmg 9tanda4 ^ 

This cuhlit'cl 9p«]« their variotis wadts suppiks^ . 
Their skill, ihek industiy^ and patienoe tms, 
Tho' kiwly^ to a nic^ obstsrver here . 
Traces of taste andxlegance appe^ j 
The n^ye {^rbduel of a well-turo'd ininfl ; 
Nothmg too ^otrae, tifir yet too much rtfin'd. 
Here true benev'lence reigns in eveiy breft^ j 
The weajy tmVeU^ here b sure to rest ; 
The dutcast here ifijvjr art $sylum find ; 
While pity's balm drops on the wouiided mi|id« 
Oh ! it is sweet, the drooptog miiid.to cheer, 
Raise the d^^mss'di middrythe&Umgte^! 
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Nor yet dieir hamUe sM^on quHefi:»4)a& 

An kiieroousw iiiitfa tkose trf* ^ 

VlGt from such iiitercottfse, h& state restiaiii» 

Palatnoh, wesdlhiest of the n^ib'nng swa^ 

And txHuUifiilas lidi ; his l&ecal hand, 

And sdll more liberal heart, respect oomiiiai«i«r 

A finished education had lefin'd, 

Not only his deportment,, biit his mind r 

Whatever is good and great b stiil his aim : : 

One son mddaughter his attrition dainu- 

In yoiith of a bdoved wife bereft, . 

These precious pledges to his care ii^ere le& , 

No second choice her image had erased ; 

And now. he sees his lovely daughter graced 

With the same sweetness^ all. those wiraiing 

charms, 
WMch in his deso* Amanda tiess'd his arms. ^ 
He as a &ther weUfiilfill'd his part; 
Drew fi>rth their talents with the nicest art ;. 
Fut them on gathering intellectual food ; ^ 
Restraining fo&y, cherished ^wfaat was good. 
But &st religion as a groundf-work lays, 
Or strives to lay, and fin^a Uessing prays 
On his endeavours. Now the success shows-- . 
That God a Uessing on such means bestows. > 
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Hia diikbtn in tlieir characters unite 
Whate'iec is vktuous, pms^ cr poUt)^« 
Tho' T'ufim neither wof^^ior power ooidd boMtt 
He.if^ the friend Falemc^ vsdued most. 
With hiin he loves to spend his evading hawsn; . 
No dull dispute their conversation aours. 
Ii\baA good sense by reading was iiiq[irov'd; 
And each pursued the study which he lovVi. 
In agricultore Timon t^ea ddigfat^ 
And often spends the watches of the nighty 
In planning me&ods toimprove the soil, 
And fertiii2se it wi^ the smalleat toil. 
His fertile genius an expedient found 
To show'r dowa water on &e parched gromid^ 
When suinraer droughts a genearal terror spread. 
And fidds well-»cultur'd scarcely prqmiSHl bread* 
Here, let our hearts in gratitude mse 
To Him, whose boiuUy all our wants suj^dies. 
From age to age, we see this happy plain, 
Its still increasing 'habitants maintain, 
Producing vaiious kinds of useful gfain. 
If in ^me seasons mildew, drought, or fly, 
Destroy some kinds, then other kinds supply 
The wants or else a providential store, 
Sav'd from th' abundance of the year before. 
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Palemon, who could proper means coininand, 
Reduc'd to practice Vfbat his friend had planned $ 
His fioms a most enchanting air assume. 
His corn-fields flourish and his orchards bloom. 
He wisely deems no care or labour lost, 
Tosave the tender buds from nipping fiDSt; 
Well pleasM to find th' inventions of his friend, 
Each well adapted to its destined end. 
Now, O my muse ! in gentlest strains relate 
The lovely Seraphina^s happy fete*. 
Like some fidr floweret opening in the glade. 
So blooms unseen the sweet sequestered msod. 
As yet her visits and her walks extend 
Just to the dwellings of a rural friend : 
Nor fother tempted by a wish to roam. 
She fiinds employment and content at home.^ 
Her leisure hours she can in readmg spekid. 
Or conversation wth her fev'rite friend, . 
Falemon's daughter, whose congenial mind 
Seem'd for the charming intercourse destin!d» 
Together see them seated ui the grove. 
Or arm in arm o'er ffow'ry meadows rove ! 
Whale'er is known to one the other learns, 
Instructer each and pupil in their turns. 
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To the same work tfadr fingers tlie3r s^ypfy^ 
Their voices join in pleasing melody* 
While young Osander steals an hour to qiend, . 
Ibi fondly gazing oa his sistei^s friend. . 
With scornful airs she never tarns aside^ 
Yet wisdy strives her growing love tq hide ; 
Nor hide alone : she laboured to subdue 
An ill-plac'd flame, and more retired grew : 
But strives to shun th' enamour'd youth in vain; 
Love's gentle influence draws him o'er the plain* . 
At lengthy his teuder sentiments confess'd, 
The &ir one thus th' astonished youth addressed : 
Think not, Osander, I'm asham'd to own 
A sense of merit ; long your worth I've known : 
Nor do your kjnd attentions, your regard. 
Remain unpsdd ; if love be a resvird. 
Not e'en Amanda, .ever kind and true^ 
Possesses mqre my confidence than you. 
Me, as a fiiend and sister, you may daim ; 
But dream, Ah! dream not) of a dearer name I 
Altho' Osander this fond heart has won, 
That heart aspires not to Paleihoa's son* 
You'll say yoiu* fether's good, as well as great ; , 
This is atruth, admits of no debate. 
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And dx^ we blii^t the fabpes bf so«hu wef " 
Ah, never ! ix^ not ewn m desire ! 
TbicQttgh you he may a grand idtiahoe make^ 
And means it too, fdr hkk Osanda^^s aoke. 
Oh! m^'-^-^-^^ie sentence on iKf lip eas^ 
Her heart gn^w Ml, she hastily retired* 
Osander for a momettt natsii^ stood i 
Revdv'd her words> and found her meaning good* 
A grand alliance-'^^^iiyett sb let it bet 
Since real grandeur's to be found in thee. 
Why should iny fidier such a matdi opp^ 
Or why my fiur sudi obs^K^les suppose? 
I'll to my sire, before him prostrole Ik^ 
Tell turn at ^ice my s^it, mid hel* reply ^ 
The native greatness ct bet tiund make known : 
A king nxigl^ I^oudly sudi a daughter ovm. 
Palemon listai'd to the tend^ tsde ; 
Paternal love and virtue tuniM the iscaie» 
Long had he mari^'d her uiukssuming grate, 
And thought her wordiy of a higher pteoe. 
The appn^dbn of all psurlies gain'd, 
No low'rir^ck>ud love*s rosy visage Stained. 
Butdiatthe nuptial torch might bum more bright^ 
Osandar would his dbK>$en friend invite. 
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Who Is^ib firiend f &k Seraphkia cms. 

To whk^ the gentle si$t)er thus replies : 

His character is n(rt 1Q be defin'd, 

He seems a bemg of si^)erior kind ; 

'Tis his, m conversation to excel : 

What other mort^ever spoke so well? i 

' He joins such flowii^ eloquence with ease. 
On any subjept he is sure to.pkase ; 
And yet he always rises with his theme ; 
He seems inspir'd by a celestial flame. 

' Let conversation take a serious turn. 
To hear him, makes my yeiy heart to bum : 
With such resistless force his periods rcdl, 
They find a way directly to the soiU. 
Added to this, ia bgic he's profound, 
Nor deigns t' amuse tbe ear with empty soundL 
And he^U be happy too, p^£inder cried, 
The &ir C^helia so(m wiU be ^ 
To me the joyful news last post conveyM, 
That he has gain'd die. long reluctant maid« 
With her his ekKjuence had neariy fidl*d ; . 
But truth and perseverance have prevailed. 
Her brother's words a fia^'d attention drew. 
And o'er ber &ce diJius'd a cii^^nfaue. 

M 
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SofUy she ^se> of fiieadship'i^ self afraid. 
And sought m haste the least frequented shade ; 
There, with her head upcwi her hand reclin'd, 
She thus expressed the fedings of her mind : 
Oh ! I have erred against common sense ; 
Unauthorised love is my oflfence. 
Yet, if I love, His with so pure a flame. 
To own it, need not tkige my cheek with shame. 
RdigicMi, sense, and sentiment, combined, 
To fix the soft imjM^ssion on. my mind. 
Is love a full equivalent for love ? 
And should not worth the female bosom move ? 
'Tis the best plea ; but neither should prevail : 
Henceforth may all their separate efforts fail. 
Virtue, as well as prudence, soon must blame 
The least indulgence of this hapless flame : 
He'll soon be bound by the most sacred ties ; 
Oh, may his bride behcM him with my eyes ! 
Then will his feults evaporate in air^ 
And breathing virtue in his form appear. 
Amanda, rouse! thy latent powers exert, 
Dispel the charm that thus inthrals thy heart. 
But yet this heart, I trust, Til never bind, 
In tender tfnion, with a meaner mind. 
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Still, still, his image rises to my view ; 
Where'er I turn, the phantom wiH |nirsiie« 
Fly, bright idea, thy iatm:d(ms cease ; 
I miiist resign thee, or resign my peaoe^ 
'Tis vain to look for yict'ry \\a[thout strifef 
And mean, to sink benea^ the iQs of life* 
'Tis arrogant onrselves to overrate, ' 

And plead exemption fix)m the general fite. 
'Tis true, this he^t no stoic maxim steels; 
The Utde tsemhier most acutely feels ; . 
But others h^ their car^s^ind soecevB horoe; . 
And better hearts Ifiaye JDeen-sevserdy toisi. 

To seed ixnmittdied to die fisivow'd earth 
^&irand plenteous harvest towes its births 
Thus fruifs divine, un&ding vktues, rise 
In harrowed hearts, whm hx^v^ Hxt cseed sup- 
plies, 
Oy pleasing consciousness ! celestial flame ! 
I feel there's more in virtue than a name. 
Thou precious emanation from above, 
The blow that strengthens thee, must &11 from 

love; 
'Tis not the hand of an avenging God, 
But a kind £ither^s salutary rod. 
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To my own fidly y I esoi trace my grief, 
And mean to seek in iinsdom for relief. 
Thou only wise, thou whose unerring sight 
Can, at a glam^, distinguish wrong fix)m i%htv 
O, lead my wandering steps in wisdom's way ! 
Be thou my guide, my guahlian, and niy stay. 
Thus tranquilis*d, Amanda left h^ se^t^ 
Prepared the soon expected guest to meet ; 
Fftspar'd, in him a sister's part to take, 
And love Ojdielia, for her husband's sake ; 
Bodifiar hb sake, and for her own desertt 
She cant want merit, who secures Ins heart 

V 

Amanda mingles whfa the bridal throng, 
Promptes good humour, ^gs the sweetest scaigi 
Not ev^nthe lovers taste more true del^t, 
ThaiLahe, in acting and intending right* 
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OirSi^vEiiT^ 



AMONG the moral evils which disigraiibe 
The page historic of the human race^ 
Slavery; seems roost to blackeathe records ; 
It militates against our blessed Lord's 
Divine instructions. Is it not a shame 
For any that assume the christian; name. 
Who say the influ^ice of his blood extends 
From sea to sea, to earth^s remotest ends* 
To trade in hiunan flesh, tofiirgeiacfaaiQ- 
For tfaose.who may with them in ^ory reign ? 
Bi^ independentof the christian 1]^, 
Humaiuty is outraged, every right 
Of human nature trampled to the g^und; . 
By men who deify an ^mpt^ sound. 
And call it liberty, or what thqr please; 
But God will visit for such crimes as tliest. 
Behold the fruitfiil islands of the mam ; 
Vfhere sweetness is extracted fiom the cane 
Where luscious fruits in ricK profusion grow, 
And streams of milk and honey tts'd to flour ^ 

M2 



MirM 



Such gporikfoceoskxis noUe niinds iiii^ 
And bong caiK^'d ab]|]lie8to l%lil ; 
Coittunimate^statesnKSi in taKU^ aioncib rise. 
Fit fiir their station^ honest, brave, andwis^S. 
Oiw gallanl leaden «i the itaartiafl fie^ 
To neither Gmede nor Rome the hurds yidd; 
Kix* were it just to pass Cdnmbia's Mr ; 
Who share the burden should the gailand shai^ 
Thy duranS) O Liberty ! dheir soids imprest^ 
Bdidd diem patriots eietn m 
The graceful yestmmts of the most refin*^. 
By.thdr ovm. hands have been: with pkasute 

. twinM ; 
They tbrow die shutde, and^tfagrmixthedye, / 
And evf n the fioEned Spartan dames outvie ; 
Their tenderness aiid modesty retain ; 
Cientk, not'ives^, diey v%orously sustsdo, 
Without ft murmur, Ifae severest ticaL; 
With their &ir hands they cultivate the so3 ; 
Expos'd.tD summer's heat and winter's cdd; 
prepare the fiiel, and attend the fold; 
To giye^the husband, hradier, or the sire 

To the hard duties which the times requitt* 
The worid^ean tesUfy.this picture true ; 
From recent fiK^ts the muse her colours drew* 
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Btitah! how sooti those gloWin^ colours &de ! 

The sons of A£nc fonxi a dismal shade : 

Each southern stateuiinumber'd slavescomnuoKlii 

Who steel their hearts, and oiervate theh* hands. 

There knotted whijisin dreadful peals resound^ / 

While blood and sweat flow mingled to the grouqn!^ 

So &me rq)orts, and rising in her ire 

She adds, that some beneath'the laish expire. 

Ah stop ! inhuman ! why provoke flie fo<L' 

The dreadful vengeance df an angry God ! 

Behold with tre^xbling the outstretched hand 

Of incens'd justice lifted o'er the land ! 

For crime^ like yours, and their pernicious t»xx)d^ 

(For these are parent-sins, and taint the btood) 

Malignant fevers through the land are senty 

To punish sin, arid lea4 usto repent; 

But if these warnings we refuse to mindly 

A tr^ of evils follow close behind; 

If we may credit God's eternal word, 

And those examples left upon recoshd« 

Are these the blest abodes of liberty I 

Is this the generous race that would be Sxitt 

The power to whom you fancied honours pay. 

From scenes like. tfaesieL with horror ti^rw^away I ^ 
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Wherever genuine libaiy is found, 
She copies heaven in shedding blessings rdund» 
Shai^ not this fruitfol» tius salubrious clime 
In^Hiie us with the generous and sublime ? 
Our \iiXk appear for ccuitemplation made, 
Our lofiy Ibrests forma noble shade ; 
These seem the native haunts of liberty : 
Was not the wild unlettered Indian free ? 
Alas ! the mourpful truth must be confess'dt 
Ferocious passions triumphed in bis breast; 
There gloomy superstition's *em)rs re^nVl; 
Insidious Wiles his maidyc<)Kin^atam . 
Wl^ db(h and ignqr^pEio^ in fetto^ bind 

X M^ AGuftcT ' vvlJnUllKS HH JiMr xtitVifEtr ^i Mw Cl* 

See these by Europe's fiiiner sons.di£9>Iac'd[9 
With useful arts:acid pcdisih'd manners gi»c'd ! 
Now stu^ labour^ Jirith incessant to3 . 
Clears the rude W9ld« and xultivates ^ 50iL 
As art's firs|:'saRyple dapboard rocds appear; 
But soon a lieat >oonirenieQt house they lear ; 
At lei^th a fet^tdy dome attracts tiie eyes ; 
Andis^ with seat in taste tmd bem^ yies^ 
Now labsxsi^ scieiices (the iand pervade^ 
An4 ptnlogKyhic nmsia^ comt the shadfi>. . . 
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The ^res* traits of liberty we find, 

Where equal laws to peace and order bmd. 

And true region elevates the mind. 

Oh, slavery ! thou hell-engender'd erime I 

Why spoil this beauteous country in her prime^ 

Corrupt her manners, enervate her youth ! 

Blast the feir buds of jnstice, mercy, truth ! 

But, Europe ! know, to thy eternal shame. 

From thee at first this foul eonts^on came ; 

Before we to a nation's stature grew. 

We leam'd tM^ trade, this barb'rous trade, from 

you: 
Should not we now exat a noble pride, 
And lay your fdHes, and your crimes, aside ? 
Yet not so v^n, or self-sufficient be. 
As not to copy excellence of thee. 
How mrnty futile reasons have been ^ven 
For mixing God and mammon, sin and heaveri! 
Sbine say, they arc of Canaan's cursed race. 
By God ordain'd to fill this servile place : 
Was then their lineage fully ascertained. 
Before they in the cruel hold were chain'd ? 
Before the tenderest ties of human life 
Were tOTn asunder ; the beloved wife 
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Drag^'d without mercy from her husband's 

breast, 
And the sweet babes they muttony caress'di 
Carried like cattle; — (Let it not be told !) 
By christians too, to be to christians sold? 
Their lineage prov'd- — ^it were of no avail ; 
Here all attempts at palliation &S1. 
In Joseph's case we may a parallel see ; 
Sent into Egypt by divine decree. 
His brethren's evil, God intends for good. 
Yet they, as guilty, in his jH^sence stood. 
Some plead the precedent of former times. 
And bring example in, to sanction crimes : 
Greece had her Helots, Gibeonites the Jew ; 
Mast then Cdumbia have her Negroes too! 
By men who by his spirit were inspired, 
To teach us what our blessed Lord required," 
Rules have been given to regulate our lives^ 
As subjects, husbands, parents, children, wives ; 
Masters and servants due directions have ; 
But show a single lesson to a slave. 
Those heavenly doctrines have a liberal aim, 
And practis'd, soon would abrogate the Bsone. 
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Our blessed Lord descended to unbind 
Those chains of darkness which enslave the mind; 
He draws the veil of prejudice aside^ 
To cure us of our selfishness and pride : 
These cmce removed, then Afric's sable race 
No more^mong the brutal herd we place : 
Are they not blest with intellectual powers. 
Which prove their souls are excellent as ours ? 
The same immortal hopes to all are ^ven, 
One qommon Saviour and one common heaven* 
When these exalted views th' ascendant gain, 
Fraternal love will form a silken chain, 
Whose bandi encircling all the human race, 
Will \(m the species in one large embrace. 



i .».* ' 
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THROUGH shady groves, and flow'ry greens^ 
By purling brooks — sweet sylvan scenes, 

Lucinda bends her way j 
Army'd in every female grace, 
Her mind still lovelier than her fac^ ; 

There's none so fiiir as she. 

Softness and truth togedier join, 
They in her conduct sweetly shine, 

In aU her ways they*re seen. 
The VIRTUES all this maid befriend ; 
Where e*er she goes they all attend, 

In an engaging train. 

First gentle pity leads the way ; 
Witli feeling heart, and glistening eye, 

She views the worjd stround ; 
Objects of mis'ry strike the ^ht; 
Then charity, her daughter bright 

Makes blessings to abound. 
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J3£K£y'i.EirG£ M^ extensive hesut 
Views the whole world, and in each part 

Doth a kind interest take ; 
Both black and white do love enjoy ; 
Shall differing cdiours love destroy, 

Or vain cHstinctibns make ? 

A gen'rous horror fills her mind, 
To see man trading in his kind ; 

That stain to all the race ; *" 

Each manly fiseling in the slave, 
Bmied in hard oppres^on's grave ; 

The master still more base. 

Next MODESTY, quite fiee fix)m art, 
J>oth an umivall'd bloojtn impart, 

And every look direct : 
She has her centre in the mind, 
With ease and digni^ combinM^. 
• And must inspire respect. 

Hum I LI TT doth sweetly shine ; 
She's imassuming and benign ; 

She dwells with Lucy too ; 
Of aS the virtues none more &ir, 
Of all the virtues none so rare ; 

She's known to very kw. 
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Next, KEsiGKATioN 'happjT bteast. 

The tenement of such a guest, 

Religion's darling child : 
'Tb thine to soften human woes ; 
From thee a healing balsam flows, 

As potent as 'tis mild. 

At last fair PI £ TY appears ; 

A robe of spotless white she wears. 

And regulates the heart ; 
She takes her station in the breast. 
And wisely governs aU die restt 

Appointing each her part 

MlLA. 

MISTAKEN youth, in charity forbear ; 

And do not tell young Mila she is fiur : 

An altar to her vanity you raise, 

And blast her beauty with the breath of praise ; 

For be assur'd, she's little more at best 

Than a dull sod in splendid posies drest. 

Pid you e'er see that lily hand convey 

A kind relief to helpless poverty ? 

Did you e'er see those brilliant eyes express 

A soft concern for virtue in distress ? 



POEMS. 149 

Does pklty that snov^ bosom warm, 

And prudence keep the tender maid fix)m harm? 

Ah! would tx> heaven you truly this couM say I 

I mourn to see a creature young and ^ay. 

Whose fine exterior seems to be design'd* 

As a £ur covering to a &irer mind, 

Neglect her talent, or else misapply ;. 

Live to as little purpose as a fly. 

Or less by fiir ; the difference lies here ; 

The fluttering insect fills its proper sphere ; 

While she those precious hours in triflii^ spends^ 

On which an immcxtality depends. 

Unhappy maid ! had you been fiarm'd less &ir. 

You mi^t be more ei^aging than you are. 

'Tis strange but true, — ?)eauty by beauty ^s soil^; - 

And beauty here's by too mucb bea^ spoii'd. 



N2 
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Frances and Mila, a DiAtocuE. 



France!^. 

Li sTEjr how the birds are singing, 
Mark the flowers, how fiist they're sprihg^ig r 
'Tis the meny month of May, 
Let us then be blythe and gay, 

Lost on me is nature's bloomy 
To me tiie flower yields no perfume. 
For beautf I've no eye — ^r song no ear ;: 
Fm so disturb'd I neither see nor hear». 

Frances. 

Wh y this disorder ? Mila, tell me why ; 
What means these sudden startis, that heavy sigh f 
Alas ! your sadness fiUs my eyes with dew ! 
I can no mote the pleasing landscape view. 
Why not enjoy yoiu* youth, since eviery swam 
Declares you are the lily of the plain ; 
Or else compares you to the blusWng rose ; 
Whilel am neither nam'd in verse nor prose ? 



I'm Qoafse and swartby, have a heavy eye ; 
Yet plajrfiil lambs are not more blithe than-L 
. I'm. un<j[e{Hiess?d by summa^'s scorching healst; 
To me eacKseascm brin^ its pn^er sweets;. 
In wkiter I?m r^;ardles^ of the snow ;, 
Its blustering wind^invig'rate as they btoWy^^ 
And make my blood in brisker currents, ftow^ .^ 
Autumn with Siding flowers and Ming leavies 
For me a pleasing allegory weaves ; 
So this course frame will sink into the grave, 
And* I a finer velucle may have* 
'At present Vxii contented to appear 
In tM^ course garb — you see it stands the wear». 

You'd be less happy were you more refin'd:. 
Your lumpish form contains a courser mind ; . 
You're undisturb'd at rubs which I dedafc 
My? nerves are quite too delicate to hear. 
If you couldfeel, .this truth you. should not heal*^ 
Were 1 like you^ . I never would appear; . 
Not that I wish to keep you out of sight ; , 
To bring you forward is my chief delight : . < 
I love you 'cause you can't my ccmque^t spoil ; 
I love to h^ve you near me a& a foiU 



But tfaeicP^ lAieiiida, cS her s^I^m txr'd, 
An ugly Ais^y and ytt die'« much adnui^d; > 
Ihnsuteshe neither wit nor charms can boas^ 
And yet dojkiftdidw ate te become a toast 
f o you rit own» nis fike to break my heart 
-t'o see her dresd 60 fne, md look so smart; 
t^o see her chair beset irith^U dress'd beadx^ 
Wib^ her cheek flushes Uke the fott-Motm iMe«^. 

Fravcss. 

» • ' 

Has then Lucinda yom* enjoymants spoii'd? 

'T would give her pam : she's sfl thaf s sweet and 

mild; 
She's modest, unafiected, and sincere; 
Still when she speaks let me be by to hear ; 
She seems unconscious of superior charmi ; 
The purest friendship her feir bosom warms. 
Last night die kindly held me by the hand, 
And said, 1 still her leisure might command. 
Haste, take some potent drug that envy cures ; 
I mean to be her ffafl as well as yow's. 
For shame, for shame, this selfishness subdue a 
*Tis base towlds her, and quite unworthy youu- 
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To hear you pitdse and sli^tfaer^ ina breathy 
Excit^ my laughter^piay restrain your wrafli. 
Are these fine feelings ? — to be thus refin'd 
Will root out all that's generous from your nmuL 

MlLA.' 

You'K E a rough doctor^ Fftinoes : stop, I pray ; 
Or hdd your pcaee, or something soothing say ^* 
Suppose Luexnda wwthy <rf regard ; 

Yet own, to love a rival's very^ hard* ' 

. . . « 

Frances* 

A piv Ai. !-HrQwie yQ*s> secret love impa^,: 
I'm glad thei^'s sCiU^ some kindaess at yoqi^h^^ 
Since men decide sudi contests with their swords. 
Our sex may be allowed some hasty words. 
Yourwant of candour I ^san now excusaj ) ^ \ 
All will go right when you your reason jiise ; ; 
True love, instead of narrowiii^,nm9teiAi(|^:}' 
Frojii self and selfish feelings you'll emerge : 
Since you have le^m'd aCK^tber's charms to own^ 
You can't be quite ei^ossed by your own«, > 
But tell me who has wrought the happy change | 
I'm lost in wonder, all I hear's so strange ; 
What gallant youth has made your heart his prize ? 
Say who extorts those ds&p, those tender sighs? 



ISi 

Yotr still fnistakc, my heaR*5 ertntly free ; 
The sighing tribe are an alike to me ; 
Pm onty vex'd, at every pubGc j^ce , 
To meet Lucmda in a finer lace ; 
To see the GOxcc»abfi^ with eadi other vie 
To get h^ sealed^ and attract her eye.; 
To hear them oa her &ncied chann$ descai^ 
And still the justness cf her judgment grant. 
Suppose a general (can you tmderstand ?) 
Rediic'dfitmi first to second in comm^ 
I^diekatb^at! 6st fit^tA^^ fte W4[^ld 111 %, 
Aiid sKilt aqps^ » some rrtretft $nd die ! 




('^ ^ Fjta^cj&s. 



ANi>^nm fidt to flCe you sach a fool ! 

To see sudl pride and liplfy bear the nite ; 

To see you jealotis dTa bit of lace: 

Alas I poor thing, your's is a piteous case ! 

It seems your post you have not M^ell maintained, 

Orho^has she so far th' ascendant gained? 

It must be due to her superior skill : 

Ikas(^^ her gitide, ymv're guided by your will. 



M own ysniaaocsty vbahsvetgreste^; 
But in good humour she's a queen to thee : 
Her mteUectual beauty gains the prize ; 
You're sometimes witty, 6tt; Lucinda wise. 
Copy her sWe^ness, witli y^itrpriae dispieiUse^ ' 
And exercise a Htde comnum satset ' 
To universal em|»re' ilonH i»etend> / 

But lose^onee the rivql feftefiieHd. 

, • ' • . '•'•>•-• ■,'■••' 

. • ' •  • . -i -' - >■ . 

CofYhcrsYf<Sttsi£m^r^J^ » * 

Dare yjousuppoae mob iii^kope FU bear ?r 

A pretty pattern I sne-^h^ cQp$F*-f9^ ! 

But wheoefione^dQ I itioaitj^iO^ b^ 

Amuse Lucinda with your idle talk, 

•< > 

I'll use Melisa's arin when next I walk, 

Aif D I can walk- witfe^th^ of Aeliiree, 

Or by my seif, Wi^ sitiH amfiHsed be, 

[n what I said I moahtaot^ 6fend; 

t only us^d the privilege of a ftfendj' 

But since my well-meant coufisels only t^ase, 

We'll part, and meet againr~j«stwhe»you please. 
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Fhii;and£r. / 
MY Nearest saster, mtl^ lonely grove 
1*11 tell you all the ,£tory of my lo\«e; 
How first young Frances ii^y attention drew; 
How in my Ixeast the tender j^iasaon grew* 
Since in&ncy die has fimiliar been, 
Andyety till veiy latdy, never seen: 
You know she is not form'd to sttike the cyei 
You niust look deq) ner beauties to espy ; 
But once discerned, ^ jk&&ts imore and more ; 

Her soul's a mine eiiri<^'d4rithgbUten ore« 

J  I • -» 

LUCINDA. 

Our sex confess her merit; it procures 

Her many friends; but you're the first of your's 

(She told me so her self) th^ ever, strove 

To touch her heart, and teach it how to love* 

You have that heart entii^, a precious prusej 

But then it's wrapt in an unsightly giuse; 

My witty yario says it's out of place, 

Like a rich jewel in a hcoaely case; 

He says my brother merits, could he find, 

A Inide with Mila's ^ce, and Fanny's mind. 
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Philander* 

I Would not wish her half a shade more &ar ; 
I like both mind and person, as they are : 
She's all that% sweet and lovely to my view ; 
Her happy temper makes me happy too ; 
That air of satisfection whidi appears 
In all she says, or does, my bosom cheers* 
'Tis not that giddy mirth thstt's soon forgot, 
Like crackling thorns that blaze beneath the pot; 
'Tis somehow owing to a heavenly bent; 
She knows in every state to be content. 
That peaceful frame which lasting comfort brings^ 
From patience hope and resignation springs ; 
This ^ves, from gross and groveling thoughts 

refin'd, 
A holy elevation to her mind ; 
She counts herself a bird of passage here^ 
And strives her fellow-passengers to cheer : 
In her Pm sure a Mthful friend to find, 
A partner quite congenial to my mind.-' 

O 
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LUCINDA. 



Oh ! brother, brother, once I little thought 
The charming Mila could be thus forgot. 
Tho' in the change unfeigH'dly I rejoice. 
And OMTi the wisdom of your present choice ; 
Yet when I think on Mila's matchless grace. 
The various beauties of her form and face 
Her features are beyond description fine ; 
Her eyes with a bewitching lustre shine ; 
Her auburn locks in graceful ringlets flow ; 
Her well-set teeth like pdish'd ivory grow ; 
Her graceful movements, and her well-tum'd 

arms. 
And litde hands, dismay a world of charms ; 
Then in complexion, figtu^, and address. 
She's more than I have langiaage to express. - 

Philander. 

To Me these wondVous beauties now appear 

» 

As litde better than a ^ded snare : 
To litde arts she meanly can resort, 
And make the worthiest subjects of her sport ; 

She— -^^ ■' •   
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LUCINDA. 

Stop, brother, stop, chough's ak^ady said; 
Prithee, be tender of a heiress maid. 
Besides, the- world, as you have felt her power, 
May say, the disappointment makes you sour. 
You us'd to blush at mention of her name ; 
The dullest eye might read your latent flame ; 
Yqu wove her name in many a tender rfa3nne ; 

To her caprice you sacrificed your time ; 

Nay more than time, your honour and yoiu* ease i 
When ballaiK^'d with her pleasure, what were 

these? 
Provok'd beyond enduranGe,. you\rey3e. 
And sw^ear she shall no more your peace b^;u3e : 
She with a smile her wand^w could recaU, 
And toss you back and&rward,^ like a balL 

Philander. 

But Frances no such sacrMice requires ^ 

My honour and my intorest she desir^. 

Yet I to that capricious beauty owe 

That I the worth of charming Frances know: 

When wounded by her proud companion's scorn^ 

And insolence, that scarcely could be borne, 
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Her undesignmg goodness strove to heal 

The bitter anguish, I could ill conceal ; 

I in her easy converse often sought, 

And found, a refuge from tormenting thought ; 

At last from Mila's gaUing slavery free, 

My Frances now is every thing to me. 



i4»( 



LOVI'S COKFLICT WITH RbASOK. 



WHATE*ER»s respectful, just or tender,- 
All that's Uberal and refin'd, 

Bids my beating heart s«UTend«- 
To the charms of such anund. 

Let merit have ks weH-eam*d tribute ; 
Wisdom ought to bear the sway: 

Prudence must not this prohibit; 
'Tis a debt I love to pay. 

Ev'n a transient conversation 
As a blessing let me prize; 

A rich fund for mieditation. 
To make me happier ai^ more wise. 
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Can I keep the h^py medium^ 
Taste the bliss yet shun the woe! 

Yet his eyes, ifrightlne^ tbemr^ 
Tell a tale I long to know^r - ^ 

Thb I fear is a delusion^ 
What we wish we fencytrue; 

Oh ! llm .covered with confusion ! 
That's a thought Ixant piu^ue. 

Wherefore should I sigh or languish U 
Why indulge a hope that's vain! 

Why lay upa storefor^ imguish! 
Love, and not be lov^d s^ain. 

'Twas the predous emansdona 
Of a more than<xiQMn<x]^ miiid, ^ 

Fk^t inspir'd tfaesesweet sensations : - 
Must they be so soon resign'd! 

Earth thy most exalted jdeasuie 
Often opes adoorto pain! 

Then, my soul, pursue thattreasure^ 
Which forever ahaU leinain. ' 



\^ji»U 
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^J&hi 



OcCASIONEpi BY TH^UN^XF£^Ci;SQ9SKBNITY 

OF THE ;»|QRV.INO« 



SEE ! my Serenia, 'twas a strange mistake ; 
lmag]nat]0n conjured- np^ sterttu 
All is serene ! Th^ undoiukd sun t^'eaks- forth 
Shedd]i% a golden vadiiAoe o^r tlie pUwi-^ 
My gentle sister^ wo may range ^d^r^d 
And hail the balmy #agiance erf* the mom. 
Come let us wahdei* oteMfeedewy town 
And lose ourselves amcn^ the swee^ ef nature. 
But thou art lost in Aought t Thy-tend^ heart 
Is fondly wandering from the present some 
In quest of thy lovM Mi^ 
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Or is it busied making f&ad inquiries 
Where is be new^f tur hew is he empl6y*d ? 
Celestial guardians, hoive^ round my love, 
Preserve him both in person and m mind, 
Infuse pure thoughts into his gentle heart, 
And tune his soiil to virCMt peace and joy« 



•V 



I know tljue pons breadunga cf^ soul^ 
I kiu>w what most for Mitio th<u deaii^st. 
O may tfay prayers and ttioa acoqitaiiae find 
Through maa^a ppevdHing advocat&m heaves^ 
And drawdown b l e ssings on t^y husband's head^ 
And on the precious boy whose in&nt smiks 
Endear, the reooltecttciQ of his sire, 
Sostening the poo^ ofn^ttasacy absence. 

Hark! bo9if tfa.^ aerkl choiastem poilor fi^^ 
Their momisg sf(K^^ ming^ii^tbduri^adflus notes 
In pleasmg cocK^it- 



•mmmimtiti'^imim'm^ai^ 



'Tis wild, indeed^ but thm 'tis sweetly wild, 
No jarring, no discordance in the sound. 
See^ how thqy apcead their variqjiited phimes, 
And raise their ^de heads with Gaasei0us jc^ I 
O wide-spread hflppiaeaw ! O bouateoasGodi 
Th^re is i¥) chasm in thy vast cseaiioa; 
All, all is asmoated^ all is fitted 
With cre&tim&jsuitfidla theii: "^^ 
J^ npm^sig:SfmBLf and siH sustained by thet« 

What permaneiit lUUdly must flow 
T^r^xn uokaand cumixKanidii with a^ beic^ 
SqfuU, sopn&ct^ so-— butw4Hdsa)re podr; 
What can I say ?<^^So every thing, a — GO0! 
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By vaaan ho^, I do hot ^m{)ly mean 
That all4>ervadmg infiuence wUch connects 
Whatever is created to its source. 
I koow there is assise in which he*snear 

To eveiy CHie of u^ ; 

" In him we live, and move, and being have/* 
And from his bountv all our mercies flow* 
Forsaken but a moment, we most ^nk^ 
Must M at once into primeval nought. 
The union and communion in my view 
Comprises this and more : 'Tisanewlifc 
In which the blessed Spirit agent is. 
It is a turning of die heart to Godr 
An luireserv'd submission to his will; 
'Tis call'd a transformation to the image 
Of his eternal Son. O gloiious change ! 
Peace through the merit of his precious blood. 
And access to the Father by his SpVit. 
O wooderfiil aqsess 1 O blessed change ! 
From death to life! Dead bodies are unconscioi»;v 
The soul that's dead, feels not its lost estate. 

That power which shall hereafter break the tombs, . 
And raise our slumbering bodies from the di£st^ 
IVrScMfms as great a work on every soul.^ 
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He raises from the ruins of the fell. 

Restores to:life, to spiritual existence, 

And feeds, and leads in the strak way to heaven* 

This, this Serenia, this is life indeed ; 

This is communion with th* Eternal Three, 

With God the Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 

This, to obtain, should be our daily pray*r, 

Both for ourselves, and those we most a£^ : 

This to obtain, should we not hourly strive, 

Knowing our labours will not prove in vain ? 

Knowing God works in us to will and do 

Of his good pleasure, should we not then pray ? ^ 

Knowing Ws ear is open to our cry 

And that whoever asks aright receives 

Through sov'reij^ grace, a suitable supply. 

O for the lively exercise of i^th ! 

True feith gives hdy confidence in prayer^ 

Believers have an advocate in heaven, 

A mediator to enforce their prayers. 

Or rather say, to claim in their behalf J 

The Blessings he hath pimJias'd by Im blood; 

Doth not his rigfateouaiess, his suffering life. 

And ago];uzing death, |oan lathe just deiQ$a^ . 
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While kind compassion in IimnanuePs bn^^ 
Is still an exercise. O deep-laid plan ! 
How powerful ! how beneficent ! how pure ! 
It bears the stamp, the signature of heaven ; 
The law is highly honoured in the sight 
Of all intelligences ; sin condemned, 
And yet through tender mercy siniiers sav^d. 

Now let us turn our eyes upon the cross. 
And' with abhorrence turn fix)m cv^ry sin. 
Did justice odl for such a sacrifice ? 
And sh^ we cherish, shall we count it sweet? 
This were a terrible abuse of grace, 
A dreadful trampling on the blood of Christ 
The Scripture warns us hot to be deceiv'd : 
" Who. sow unto the flesh connption reap*** 
Let^s view the dreadfiil catalogue of crimes^ 
The native product oi the carnal nund; 
Then seek deliverance fix>m that vile estate* 
Behold, the bright reverse, a fiiir assemblage, 
Of heav'n-implanted virtues clust*ring grow, 
Fruits of the spirit these, love, joy and peace. 
Whatever is lovely, true, of good report, 
B^^m on earth and perfibcted inhf^v^, 
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Flows from this blessed union, this iacoess 

To God, by Christj that new and living way 

Under th' influence of the Holy Ghost. 

O die sweet intercourse, the happy tie ! 
O gainful commerce «t the court of heav'n ! 
Then why my heart, ah why ! so seldom there^ 
O glorious privilege ! to be allowed 
To draw down blessings from the source of bliss, 
To drink with freedom at th' eternal fount ; 
TWs is the livii^ water, this the wdl 
Whence true believers draw immortal life. 
Then why art thou impov'rish'd thus, my soul ? 
And why thy graces of such slend^ growth ? 
The &ult is all my own ; I live below 
The kind provision of our gracious Lord, 
For present use, as wdtt as fiiture joy- 
Is there in Christ, a fulness that ov'rflows^ 
T' enrich his purchased people, when mature ? 
And are his minors destitute of means^ 
Of education for th^ important posts. 
They're called to fill in a sublimer. scene ? 
We basely prize the husk before the grain ; 
We vsunly strive to feed our deathless souls 
With sensual food. Unskilful nurses ! lefl 
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Unto our cai^, tfaey sicken or they starve. 
Barr'd by our blessed Master &om our bane * 
We deem hb service rigid and austere ; 
But Jesus gives his children better food ; . . 
And tfaey who best digest must faster grow. 
He feeds his people with the bread of life. 
Of which those who partake shall never die. 
He is himself the bread and he the wine ; 
And O how warm he presses to the feast, 
" Eat, O my friends ! and drink, O my beloVd ! 
'^ My flesh is meat^ my blood is drink indeed. ** 
Quaff freely this exhilarating draught, 
Nor fear intoxication ; 'tis thy life. 
Reason by this is brighten'd^ not obscur'd : 
A heavenly light breaks in upon the mind ; 
Or rather mental vision thus restored 
Receives with extacy the light from heat'n. 
O whata Master ! what a Lord is here! 
His flesh, his Uood, his spirit, all are ^ven, 
T' enrich our souls and make them meet for 
heav'n. 



i 
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A MovRKiNG Piece. 



'TIS evening ; now all Nature is serene ; 

The time glides imperceptibly away ; 
"While Fancy's powerful magic shifts the scene, 

Under her guidance let the muses stray. 

By her transported to my native plains, 
I there survey the ravages of Time ; 

Fain would the muse burst forth in unknown 
strains. 
Mingling the pensive, moral, and sublime. 

In order to give utterance to the heart, 
And its emotion^ fiiithfully pourtray, 

She need not study frigid rules of art, 
But Nature's gentler influence obey. 

Oh Death ! I contemplate thy meagre forml 
Kthat may form be call'd which is a vo^d; 

Thou servile pander to Ae greedy worm, 
How many victims has thy dart destroyed ! 

P 
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Where's now the man* of philosophic minc^ 

That to no mode of thinking was confin'd ? 

Who his own track ddighted to pursue, 

Explode old systems and bring fcHward now ? 

A man of such diversified parts, 

He understood, untaught, mechanic arts ; 

His mind through varsious channels knowledge 

sought ; 
He very little spoke but much he thought. 
Where is tie now? in some congenial sphere ; 
But wh^ie it lies, hereafter will appear. 

But soft ! I hear the plaintive sound of woe I 
It seems to issue from a breaking heart ; 

I know that voice ; the mournful cause I know ; 
And consolation gladly would impart. 

The charming youthf had just "attained his prime ; 
Was his fonji fether'^ hope, his mother's joy! 
- ^ When the sharp scythe of h^ty-f ooted Time, 
^ Did all these hopes, theseflatt'ringhopesdestroy ! 

Muse! notsofest — a source of comft)rt*s givem 
His end was both instructive and sublime*; 

• J — '. K «  , Esq. ' 

t The l^dest Son of the Rev. S W 
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In tbe i^ear/prospect dCn blissfbl heav'n, 

. He spoke the language of that glorious cUime. 

He moum'd tte follies incident to youth, 
But fix'd.his hopes upon a Saviour's nan)€ r 

His knowledge in the oracles of truth 4 

Might make his seniors hang their heads with 
shame: 

• • . • 

Of patience in excruciating pain, 

He thence, the best example brings to view ; 
What anguish.did otirJDlessed Lord sustain ! - 

To whom all power and glory is the due» 

Now let us view the consecrated spot. 

Where weeping friends deposited his clay ; : 

Nor let that solemn lesison ht forgot. 

Which well the christian and the sire pomtray. 

Ah! where is now that gentle, generous mind,^ 
WMch once presided o'er yon neat abode ? 

The man of morals pure, and tastjs refin'd^ 
The lover of his country and his God I 

' Alas ! the widow's wail, the orphan's moan. 
Succeed the pleasant notes of love^and joy ! 

» Mr. J: — J — , 
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From heart to heart tesponds the heavy groan. 
While tears of anguish stream from every eye. 

Both of afrugal andagenerous mind, 
Garefiil, not sordid in the least d^ree; 

]r him, good sense and prudence were combin'di 
From aught that look'd like ostentation, free. 

Oh ! he was peaceful, temperate and humane. 
Each modest virtue made his breast its seat ; 

He liv'd a blessing to the rural plain ; 
He died ; his mem'ry must be ever sweet. 



On the Marriage of Mr. H , to 

Miss M'C . 



O t FOR a sweeter, gentler strain ! 
Muses ! ope your sprightliest vein ! 
Let fragrance breathe from ev'ry flow'r, 
With which ye strew the nuptial bow'r. 
May benignant powers preside 
O'er the bridegroom and the bride ; 
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C^ard them through this vale of tears, 
Raise their hopes and calm their fears 1 
May the lover taste de%ht 
As hb sparkling geniust bright ; 
Solid blessings which endure. 
As his spotless morals pure t 
May the feir one^s gentle breast 
Be the seat of peace and rest ; 
There may cv'ry virtue blend ; 
The tender wife, the faithful friend r 
Love, cemented by esteem,,, 
Ik no visionary dream, 
Which, on i/^'ning, £ides^away ;: 
But its soul enlivening ray 
Sweetens life through every stage ; 
Bri^tens youth and comforts age* 
^is a principle of love, 
Bits us fof the reahns above; 



P2 
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To Amtka. 






TELL me, Anna, canst thou find 
Real tranquiUty of mrn^ |^^^ 
Where it is I fain would know, 
That I may seek and find it too. 

Is it with die light and gay^ 
Who kiugh, and sing, and danqe mdj 
Alas ! 'my fiiend, too oft we find 
A smiling &ce and bleeding mind I 

Shall those who are morose and grave 
Such a precious treasure have ? 
Can tfaey enshrine a guest so bright. 
Whose very looks repel ddight? 

Is this bright jewel flien designed, 
For creatures of a haughty mind ? 
Do the lofiy, proud and high. 
Real tranquility enjoy ? 

No, my friend; it cannot be: 
They with its nature disagree; 



roEsm. Its 



For haughty-minded mortals crave 
Blessings they can never have. 

We may seek with more succ6*iSP ^tV7 ic.\. 
Among the meekfor happiness; 
They, who their hearts and lives have given 
Into the moulding hand <^ heaven : . 

They whose gen'rous heaarts^^eaiiclcwly 
Nor that alone, but stdv# to heal-' 

A neighbour's wounds i . 9^K;^i{^J!^fiy«|.^ i 
To wipe the tearfrcxmsorrpw'i^eve, ^ ^ 

And what is ndbkr sdll than* this| -^ '^ ^ -^ ^^ 
They know to taste anodmr's fattss i^ - 
The circle of their joy extends. 
Who share the pleasure of their friends. 

ButO! what p^ace pervades the l»^east 
That looks beyond this world for rest t 
To such, the purest joys are given^ 
In foretastes of a future heavQU 



♦. 
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>^< 



Av Adi£v to the place of hy Natz^vxtt^ 



FAREWELL, ye muchJov'd scenes of youtb 

And childhood's careless days ! 
Where first I sought the God of tralli> 

To regulate my \mys. 

Where first I felt the cheering glow 

Of fiiendship's sacred flame, 
That sweetest blessing here below. 

And purest, mortals clainii.^ 

Here dwelt my much revered sire. 

Whom memory still holds dear I 
Nor da I longer days desire 

ThanI his name reveret 

He liv'd, he breattfd within these walls, , 

Sole lord of the recess: 
Kow to another's hand it fells : 

AU's change, all's change, alas!' 
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Farewell, yc much-lov'd haunts of yoiith I 

But not a last adieu ; 
May virtue, innocence, said truths 

Fix their abode in you. 

Oft let me to that church return, 

Where rests my Fathers's clay. 
And steal a look at his dear lun 

Before I go away. 



Lines occasioned by the Death or the 

Rev, W.M . 



ALAS ! he's gone { he's mingled with the dead f 
That stedfest, warm and soaring spirit's fled ! 
Which nor persuasion's art, nor interest's force, 
Could turn aside from its determin'd course. 
Now streaming tears bedew his sable urn ; 
His much-lo v'd flock their £iitfafiil pastor mourn ; 
Who as a fether for their welfere car'd. 
Nor mind, nor body, in iheir service spared. 
In sep'rate beds we mighty rivers find. 
Which soon in the same ocean are combih'd ; 
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Thus holy men of eveiy sect and naine 
By di&rent means at the same object aim ; 
Since the great .end of every pious plan 
Must be God's gloiy , and the good of man. 

Those leading features in the human frame 
Which designate the species, are the same; 
Yet what diversity in shape and hue 
Must strike the eye, upon a closer view ? 
Let us with awe and admiration trace" 
That fair variety in form and fece, 
Which marks the individual from the race 
And in the wide^diversified plan^ 
Infinite power, unbounded wisdom, scan.^ 
From the same elements we all derive 
That nourishment by wKTcK we grow and thrive : 
Thus chrifititos fi+e by the same heavenly bread; 
And the samfelovc, the l6veof God, must shed 
Through every breast its renovating flame^ 
In essence, and in tendency,, the same. 
Christians pay homage to one common Lord, 
And found their systems on his written word, 
In which there's no deficiency of light r 
The imperfection's in the human sight ; 
This thought for mutual sympathy should caQ,. 
Sin^ ^re are errois andmist^^Les inaU. 
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Truth — ^Ak Ajllegoky, 



YouKG Damon is the blithest swain 
That sports upon the velvet plain* 
The rural hero ne'er repined 
At hardship of the manual kind ; 
Ne'er look'd on labour as a cursew 
Or measured ment by the purse. 
The patient and industrious bee 
Is not more diligent than he : 
Nor can with greatqr skill contrive 
To bear its treasure to the hive, 
Than Damon to enrich his mind. 
With stores mpre precious and r^faiy . 
From mother, earth he draws his wealthy 
And owes to exercise and health 
His manly mr, and roseate hue ; 
His eyeSj the clear ediereal blue, 
By art were never taugl^t to roll ; 
Through these you may discern his soul : 
That vigorous soulTs unconfin'd^ 
By prejudice of any kind : 
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Enamoiir^d in his early youth 
With the celestial fomi of trutH| 
He sought with zeal the radiant maid ; 
He woo'd her in the lonely shade : 
For her he climbs the craggy steep. 
He seeks her in th' im&thbm'd deep : 
Tho* oft obscured from his view. 
Her Sothfiil votary finds a clue, 
By which her steady steps are trac'd ; 
And oft her deathless form's embraced. 
A lowering dame* with visage gnm. 
Upon a day, accosted him :—*- 
Fond youth, thy fiiiidess search foijbear ; 
Why languish for a &ncied &ir? 
The good you seek you'll never find; 
She's but a creature of the mind. 
You strive to catch an empty sound* 
For TRUTH is no wh^rt to be fi>und* 
Madam, if there be nothing true. 
Sure nothing f ^, then what are you ? 
Such gloomy counsel let me shun ; 
You're like a cloud before the sun : 
But peeping through thy envious shade, 
Lo t I behold my charming maid! 
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A form indeed his eye had caught. 
But not the peerless nymph he sought ; 
Smooth was her brow, her visage fair, 
She met him with a winning air ; 
Soft was her voice, her aspect mild. 
And as she ^ake, she sweetly smil'd* 
Come, gentle youth, (she fondly cries, 
With meltmg languor in her eyes,) 
I'll lead thee to a peaceful shade 
Which gloomy doubt shall ne'er pervade ; 
But beams from me reflected are 
As strong as. mortal eye can bear. 
Then follow me  The youth obey'd. 
And follows the delusive maid. 
By various devious paths they stray, 
Throu^ which she gently clears his way : 
Till on an open plot of ground 
She draws a magic circle round* 
Pride like a stately tree arose. 
With hdlow trunk and spreading boughs ; 
With mimic finit ,these boughs were hung. 
The birds among the branches sui^ ; 
Wlule human voices join the choir. 
And set young Damon's heart oa fire, 

Q 
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For still the sweetest tunes they rabsc, 

In sonnets, full of Damon's praise* 

That nothing iU may shock his sight, 

She ne'er admits too strong a light ; 

But scattered sun-beams faintly play, 

And shed abroad a milder day. 

Sweet streams of self-complacence flow^ 

And flowers of rhetoric gaily blow ; 

With these she crowns th' enamour'd youth. 

And filb his arms with fencied truth ; 

Who, to his bosom holds the cheat. 

And deems his happiness complete. 

Truth, seated on a chrystal throne, 

Which with transcendent gloiy shone, 

Shot from her eye a lucid beam, 

That broke yoimg Dmnon's golden dream. 

The youth in an indignant heat 

Tunis with abhorrence from decjeit ; 

Avaunt ! delusive form ! he cries ; 

You don't contain the good I prize : 

Thine ia a thin, external white, 

But she I seek, is full of light : 

Thy streams with vain ideas fraught 

Are deadly foes Xo sober thought. 



( 
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Haste ! take this chaplet from my brow I 

I scorn thy empty honours now. 

My heavenly Mistress shall dispense 

The flowers of modesty and sense.. 

With these my temples I'll entwine 

And prize a garland so divine. 

I see approach my spodess feir ! 

I breathe a purer, fresher air ! 

Doubt vanishes before her beams, 

And every object's what it seems. 

O come ! celestial beauty, come ! 

Thy lips drop incense and perfume ! 

Let me enshrine thee in my heart, ^ 

And stream from thence through every part! 



To Miss R. G- 



INGENIOUS artist J thou whose magic hand, 
With mimic life bids the rude canvass glow ^ 

See ! at thy touch the flowers of spring expand 
Tbeir beauteous leaves, regardless of the snow; 
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Thy strong imagimtion, active power I 
Retraces every tint of the long- withered flower. 

Ah ! why ^lould cruel disappointment blast 

• The bud of genius, its aspirings chill 1 
The brightest day sometimes is overcast ; 

From low'ring clouds refiti^Jiing rains distill : 
Andy as tt^ ma breaks through th' impending 

g^oom. 
So on thy brow the well-eam'd wreath shall 
bloom. 

It is not mire lii fortune to repress 
The energies of aach a soul as thine ; 

I know thou'it rise si^rior to distress^ 
As the hot furnace doth the gold refine : 

And, as the gold comes purer from the flame^ 

So shall thy virtues and thy spotless name. 

Song, youth, and beauty, Young's* feir favorite's 
boast, 

In sweet assemblage aU unite in thee ; 
But, in the whirl of time, these must be lost*: 

'TIS this, which sets the stamp of vanity 
On sublunary blessings ; but the soul 
Shall last, when suns and seasons cease to roll. 

* Doctor Younir. 
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So well endoVdy twere hnpous to comphunv; 
« Bless then the Power^ that has such talents 

given; 
And rise superior to th' applause oi man, 

Fixing your hopes, your dewiest hopes on 

heav*n: • . 

The Planter and the Poet's crown are thine, 
To these, accomplish^ maid, die Chnstiaiii'ii^ 

join. 



WrITTIBT AT THE HEtyJEST OVA LaDY, 1H^ 
THE ABSENCE OP H£E HuSBAKJ) A2ri>- 

Chiid. 



FOR yeu sweet babe these lines are perni'if; 
They come from an endearing friend ; 
^Tis from a mother's heart they flow, 
A heart oppress'd^with grief and woe ! 
My husband's absent from my arms ; 
My beauteous io&nt's opening channa 

Q 2 
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Namore ddigfat mjr ravished eye; 

For her I heave the secret s^ ! 

But ^7 lament my absent dear ? 

Don^ she enjoy a fether'scare? 

A&Aer, whose deli^ isplac'd 

In the sweet ohild, and sees her grac'd 

With eveiy eharm dial can eng^e^ 

hk one of Harnot'^ tender^age.^ 

And when she sense enough attains. 

To profit by pai^ntal pains, 

Our mutual caie shall be coiolban'di 

To make her both in form and mind, 

A pattern of each female grace. 

May heaven our fond endeavours bless t 



i^i 



To T8£ MEMORY Of Mr. O- 



MY muse laments the woes (^ private life : 
Not blood-stained batde^ war's horrific strife,, 
Provokes her daring ; but the peaceful swain^ 
Whose timeless fate with sorrow dews the plain, 
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Awakes to solemn sounds the fun'ral lyre, 
WhSe grief and pity plaintive lays inspire* 
Sure some celestial pow'r his soul sustain'd. 
While dire disease hisaaanly vigour drain'd ; 
Drank up his spirit, dimm'd his radient eye: 
They suffer much, who thus by inches die. 
But who conceives the happiness prepared, 
The palm'of victory, the divine reward. 
Which waits the &ithful christian on that shore^ 
Where sin and sorrow, pain "and death's no more ? 
Weep not, ye friends ! indulge no bitter sighs I 
Why mourn his elevation ! let him rise. 
But oh ^ his cMdren, his bereaved mate, 
Left in a widow'd, and an orphan state f 

These yoxu* condolence clmm, your care indeed ; 
Give them that tenderness he cannot need« 
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ASPASIA.. 



THE Young Aspasia, like an op'nii^ roscj^ 
Wluchto the mom its beauties doth disclose, 
Serenely smiles in the gay mom of life, 
Thoughtiessofdange,^, sorrows, care, or strife r 
With friends and fortune, &me and beautj: 

bless'd ; 
Of aU beloved, and of all caress'd; 
In sweet delight she spends each happy day^ 
And time similes on her as it wmgs away. 
Take heed, si/veet n}inph, before it be too late ; 
Upon a firmer basis, fix thy &te : 
These things seem strong, yet they might chance 

to break. 
And, if you please, Ml prove thenr all but weak. 
First, then, what's riches, but a glittering snai^^ 
Which often leads in paths that vicious are? 
And what is &me? Ms bright but brittle too; 
^is prized by all, yet gain'd but by a few- 
Then cries Aspasia, whither shall I fly ? 
On what lay hold in this extremity? 
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XiBy hold on piety ; let pradence guard 

Thy actions all, and as a rich reward 

Thou shalt have friends and fortune, beauty, &me, 

And love from all who merit your esteem:. 

For good behaviour, you will always find, 

Is the fair offspring of a virtuous mhid. 

Should baleful envy try your feme to blight, 

Yoiu: conduct still wUl prove you in the right ; 

Or even though a felse malicious tongue 

Should make the world believe you in the wrong ; 

Yet still your conscious innocence will be 

A secret sweet which nought can take away. 

Your friends too ynll be of the noblest kkid^ 

Not link'd unto your fortune, but your nrind: 

These win remain, when sunshine flatters fy, 

Close joirfd to you by eveiy tender tie. ^ 

If you are virtuous, surely youare feir ; 

Virtue is beauty in its h^hest sphere; 

Its charms will last when feces cant engage, 

And, what's more strange, grow lovelier for its age* 

And as for riches, I shall quickly show 

How even these kind virtue can bestow : 

If you have beauty, fi^inds, and feme. Pin sm» . 

You're rich enough, and need not covet more. 
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•»< 



An Elect. Occasioned by the suddeic 

DEATH OF W. M^CoRMICK.* 



O! SAVE the muse from such a painful theme 

Let me awake, and find it but a dream ! 

Shadows Mid death are hov'ring in my view! 

But ah ! the vision is too sadly true ! 

My head grows giddy, anguish and surpise 

Make every object swim bef(M« my eyes. 

Well may this world be called a passing shofir; 

Sure-there i^ no reality tMit woe I 

Impious thought ! let reason check its rise ; 

Our sorrows are as transient as our joys. 

May the vicbsitiides of fortune tend, 

The smiles that cheer us, and the pangs that 
rend,-—. 

To fit us fi>r mir first and highest end f 

Nothing on eartfi can boast a lasting date. 
Save what's connected with a future state. 

• He fell from his wtggofi, whVLe at wwk in tfie field— ohe 
•fthe wheels i>assed over his head, and he soon expired. Tha 
happened on the 13th June, 1805, and, the third day after, tMa 
^ece waa handed, to have a place in this collection.' An evi- 
dence with whai facility the authoress clothes her excelkat sen- 
tuncBls IB* poetic dress. SdU^t 
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How vain, faowfutiley are our worldly sdiemes ! 
Life's brightest prospects fide away like dreams! 
Our fondest hopes are blasted ; how we rave I . 
Are sooth'dy then sink into one common grave« 
Seciyon feir mourner, who so lately prov'd 
The bliss to love, and know herself belov'd ; 
A happy lyife and mother, in the mom, 
Cre night, a widow wretched and forlorn ! 
The joy, the pride, the glory of her eyes, 
A pale and breathless corpse before her lies! 
Snatch'd in his vigour, not a moment given. 
To bid adieu, or n^se his heart to heaven. 
But let me here die forward muse controul. 
Who knows the breathings of his parting soul ? 
But sure the living should such deaths reg^ 
As calls to be habitually prepar'd. . 
Is it in sjanpathy to draw the dart, 
Which has transfixed lus &itfa&I partaer's heart? 
Ah ! whither shall I go ? she wildly cries: 
H^re every object brings him to my eyes : 
See ! all around is flourishing and &ir. 
The fiiiit of his great industry and care. 
But he, the life by which I liv'd, is fled! . . . 
My dearest William's mingled with the dead I 
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Ohi had I been aUow*d to see ham die» 

Hear hb last words, and catch his psurtin^ sigh t 

The mournful recollection would be sweet : 

But now his voice my ear will never greet : 

And yet this heart continues still to beat 

Now, the first i^ock beginning to $\d)sxde, - 

Reason again the mental helm would guide* 

She strives to conquer unavailmg woe ; 

But still the sig^ bursts fixlhy the tear wfll fioWii 

Still there are duties of a sacred kind> 

To exercise her body aod her mind* 

The fiuits of virtuous love, a helpless pair, 

Deprived of a worthy father's care ; 

These twin-born babes her first attention daim, 

Who just begin to lisp their fedier's name. 

That heart, which us'd to vibrate at the sound, 

Hieir ardess prattle now must deeply wound* 

Yet iirould she not these agonies forego, 

But finds a kind of luxury in woe* 

Alternately she holds them to her breast, 

Who late .were to lus manly bosom piess'd*' 

In their infantine features strives to trace 

The lineaments of her lov Vi William^ £ice« 
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May God preserve and bless her precious charge, 
And with her grie& her fortitude enlarge ! 
Support her weakness by his strength divine, 
And teadi rekictant nature to resien ! 



A Fhagm£nt. 



NOW budding natiu«, sweet ambrosial spring, 
Opens her stores and gives the rising blade ; 
The fast-expanding leaf; the smiling flower, 
Unfolds its beauteous bosom, to receive 
The pearly dewdrop, , glittering like a gem . 
Of precious price, but vanished at the gra^ ; 
Like half the transient pleasures men pursue. 
Nature's a book : and e'en the simplest heib, 
The smallest flower, the atom scarce perceived, 
Is fraught with useful lessons to mankind. 
Did man consider, he might wisdom gain 
From nature's fece ; where'er he turns his eyes. 
What's wisdom ? 'tis anothername for virtue* 
A vicious man can ne'er be truly wise; 

R 
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A vicious man may boast a genius bright, 
Surprising wit and subtihy of thought, 
Yet fix>m true \nsdom be as &r removed, 
As light from darkness, glory is from shame* 
Genius and wit, when happily combined 
With rectitude of heart, make virtue shine, 
And add new lustre to her native grace* 



A Song. 



FAIR Mir A, in a lonely grove. 

Retired from mortal sight. 
Thus sweetly sui^ : (her theme was love. 

The parent <^deli^t) 

Come, love, she qries, divinely smile ; 

Come, brighten ^very thought : 
'Tis thine to sweeten care and toil. 

And smoothe the hardest lot. 

Oh i that for me some gentie youth - 
Might feel his bosom heave ! 
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Let him speak nothing but the truths 
And let me s^ believe. 

Let sacred friendship fan the fire. 

And kindness bid it glow ; 
Let mutual love our hearts inspire, 

In scenes of weal or woe. 

Let virtue nfle in either mind j 

From her our joys we'll date, 
Nor seek- illnatur'd &ults to fiml^ 

Or subjects of debate.. 

Let us be cheerful* as: the larK^, 

But innocently gay : 
Through life let wisdom steer our bark. 

And guide to realms of day. 

Thus Mim sung ki sweetest strafais, ' 

Unconscious of a listeimig.ear ; 
When Th3nrses, pride of neighb'ring plwis, 

Close at her elbow did appear. 

She started — Yit enraptured cries, • 

Be not alarm'd, my charming maid. 

Such sentiments need no disguise ; 
Disown them not, he smiling said* 
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Ah ! might I to such charms aspire, 
Or hope to gain a heart so true, 

To Mira's name I'd set my lyre. 
And only sing of love and you. 

Say, may the advenfrous Thyrses try 
To realize th' ideal swdn ? 

You'll make the ^rest bride, and I 
The fondest lover on the plain. 

Quick to her cheek the Mushes came ; 

Her tongue no answer oould devise : 
Nor did the youth her silence blame ; 

But read his success in her eyes* 



A Song. 



Ah £ital delusion ! my reason's dbgrace ! 
It is not his person, his mind, nor his &ce. 
But some striking features in each, have combin'd 
To warp my fond h^art, and entangle my mind. 
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Fot uniform virtue I^^aat Wm approve ; 
Though virtue's the proper foundation of love; 
Yet the outlines of some noble virtues appear, 
Confronted with vices which call for a tear. 

What strange contradictions in him are combined ! 
He's proud and impetuous, yet tender and kind : 
In passion he rises, like the high-swelling wave. 
And shows us at once both the t3n:ant and slave. 

O Fancy ! you drew with too flattering a hand f 
You brought me a picture Icould not withstand* 
How altered it seems, when revised by truth ! - 
Alas ! that such follies should cleave to the youth I 
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To THE Public. 



WHAT various feelings now my soul of^rcsa ! 
I feel nay spirit humbled by success. 
While your indulgence stimulates and che^rs^ 
It IHcewise raises the most anxious fears. 
I tremble, lest emopng into day. 
This little work your kindness cant repay. 
Would. He, who b all condescension, deign, 
To fi)ster vktue by so weak a mean. 
What sweet amotions in by breast would glow I 
How must my heart with gratitude o'erflow ! 
May I the feelings of that heart express, 
Towards those, who have revised* it for the press! 
They gave that time in which they found no void |, 
(For minds like their's are constandy employed) 
To me their kind attention has been given. 
As freely as the light received from heav'n. 
That Power, who doth benevolence regard, 
Be still their patron and their sure rewardi 
To pay the tribute due to every friend, 
WouW be a labour that would have no end : 

* This respects the attention patid by some friends^ to gand 
agidnst ntut ^^fraphical crrora. KtaUtor. 



But, that I infty inyottr remembrano^ 
I will to each, my humble likened give. 

IN e^rly days, when childish £incies play, " 
And often lead the wandering steps astray ; 
When various forms of gay ideas rise, 
And novelty ten thousand charms supplies ; 
At that sweet season, when the tender mmd 
Opens a-pace, and ranges unconfin'd ; 
I thai was of a magic wand possessed, 
Which future scenes, in brightest colours, dress*d». 
An opening paradise before me stood ; 
The world looked fair, and all its natives good* 
Yet in that world I little interest took ; 
My highest source of pleasure was a book. 
To this I sacrific'd my love of play ; 
On this I often por^d tiUbreak of day. 
And ev*n my food 1 sometimes would negfect^ 
And to my raiment paid not due respect. 
I thought that time, (no eflbrt us*d by me,) . 
Would make me all a woman ought to be; 
Expert, each househdd duty to fulfill, 
And ply my needle with the neatest skill. 
The hardest toil I early leamM to bear. 
Which caird for litde thought and litUe caic* 
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Nor did-my hands (be KMig^t task refuse^ 
Which left &e mind to cultivate die txmse. 
Then memory treasured each poetic flight* 
(Thus occupied, I had no hands to wiplte) 
And when at leisure, I the niuse forsook; 
For the &r dearer pleasure ot a book. 
Abstracted thus, I reached my vernal prime^ 
And thus at once improv'd and wasted time... 
But awkward and unqualified^ I find 
That common things must occupy the nund ; 
"Tb these a due attention should be ^ven, 
To fill the sphere allotted us by heaven. 
Unskilled in life to act a graceful part, 
I feel deficient, and it wounds .my heart.^ 
The time that's past I cannot now recall ; 
T' improve the present, then, is all in alL 
I've lost my ma^c wand ! this world appears 
At once a state of comfort and (tf cares. 
The pangs of disappointment I have known^ 
And shar'd in sorrows which were not my own. 
Unthought-of blessings too I've seen arise, 
And tastqd sweetness in a neighbour's joys. 
Both in myself and others I discern ' 
Enough of guilt, tocall for deep concern^ 
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But, in a Sanour's i^fabeousness, behdd 
Sufficient worth to turn our dross to gold. 
Ifsid a want in sut4uBaiy things^ 
And long to drink at the immortal springs. 
Beyond this world the eye of £dth descrks 
Ui^ding bliss, a real paradise. 
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An Address to Fancy, by Mas. J. F- 



CHARMING Nymph! ah, wilt thou deigv 
To revbit once again, 

This melancholy seat; 
So oft the seat of care and pain, 
Where languor spreads its leaden reign. 

And finds a safe retreat 

Yet here, ev^here, at thy return 
Could grief awhile forget to mourn, 

And anguish cease to ^gh; 
While memory pleas'd, recalls each scene,. 
When Fancy led gay Pleasure's train. 

Thro' boundless realms of joy; 

Then smiling Hope, and Health, and Youtfa^ 
With Love, and Ii^iope&ce, and Truth, 

Combin'd their gentle pow'i:s ; 
iTo ehace each sick'ning g^oom away. 
To make each q>'n]ng prospect gs^. 

And gild the flaring hovm. 
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But Youth, and Health, and Hope are fled; 
.And pkung Care^ in Fancy's steady 

My anxious thoughts employ ; 
While various ills, in dread array 
Aj^roaching, fill me with dismay, 

And banish mefi*om joy. 

Ev'n Love, whose pure and pleasing form 
Was wont each sorrow to disarm, 

A venom'd shaft supplies. 
To see my Husband griefe endure 
I cannot ease, and nought can cure. 

My bosom bleedii^ lies ! 

But comc^ ! and with thy magic wand 
Dbperse the grim, terrifip band ; 

Till time with ceaseless flow. 
His healing balsam shall impart. 
To cure the pai^ which wring my heart; 

:And mitigate my ^oe. 
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ERRATTA. 

Page 29, line 3, for utudter^d read exalted^ 

31 14, for ^w read or. 

I 32 11) %x serious read various^. 

66 19, for mother^s rcsdfather^s. 

i 89 3, for deadly read daily. 

95 14^ for rack read rach. 

115 14, far or read en* 

ISO 14, for means read mean. 

Jg^l ^21, Mr. % % read Mc, ^. L 
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Elizabeth M'Canahan, 
James Matron, 
Nancy MCulloh, . 
Andrew Morrow^ 
David M^Kinny, 
Joseph M'CoUand, 
Mary Mahon, 
David M'Comb, 
David Maclay, 
David M^Kinney^ 
^ Charles Maclay^ 
\ WiUiam Morrow, 



au SUBSCRIBERS' NAMES. 



lames Moorhe(|kd, Jud. 
John Nicodemusi 
David Nevtn, 
Martha Nevin> 
Jane Patton, 
Elizabeth Piper, 
WiUiam RandeUs^ 
John Russel, 
William Reyoolds, 
John Royer, 
Sally Smith, 
Margaret Scott^ 



Michael Stone r, 
Ruhamah Sterrett* 
John Stoner, jun* 
John Thompson, 
Elizabeth Vanlear, 
Nathaniel Wilson, 
Isabella Work, 
Sally Wylie, 
Charles Wilson, 
Stephen Wilson, 
j Mary Walker, 
§ Mary Youngs 



WASHINGTON COUNTY* 



Stephen Boyer, 
Thomas Briceland, 
James Boyd, 
Anna Brown, 
Mana Briceland, 
Polly Boland, 
Richard Coulter, 
James Culbertson, 
Joseph Campbell, 
Lydia Cany, 
Mai*garet Canon, 
Anna Canon, 
Mary Clerk, 
Margaret Colwell, 
Anna Chiticher, 
Rev, James Dunlap, 
John Danlap, 
John Donald, 
Hannah Dodd, 
Mary Dodd, 
Sally Dunlap, 
Jane Emery, 
Juliet Erwin, 
Hariet Erwin,. 



Johnston Eaton^ 
Jane Emery, 
Maria A. Everet, 
Eliza Foster, 
Maria Graham, 
Peggy Hughes, 
Jane Hill, 

G Haslet, 

^ Jane Hestbey, 
S Martha Hestbey, 
^ Elenor Hughs, 
5^ Patty Hughs, 
James Hughes, 
Massy Jennings, 
Nancy Ledlie, 
Jane LadKe, 
Jonathan Leslie, 
Rev. John M'MiHaft, 
Samuel Miller, 
Gilbert M'Masterj 
James M'Connel, 
Thomas Moore, 
J| Andrew M«inroe, 
S James Murdock, 



SUBSCRIBERS' NAMES. 
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John M'Master» 
Elenor Murdock, 
Sally M'Curdy. 
Margaret MatsQii) 
Anna Murdock, 
Catherine M^Millen, 
Eliza M^Dowel) 
Mary M'Gill, ' 
Anna Mercer, 
Margaret Mercer^ 
Lydia M'Name, 
Eliza M'Clellan, 
Peggy M'Donald) 
Patty M'Donald, 
Sally Neal, 
Samuel Porter, 
James PatteraoBt ; 
Margaret Ritche, . 
Agness Roberts, 
Jane Roberts, . 



S Adam Robison, 
^ Christopher Rankin, 
J Rachel Scroggs^ 
Jane Scot, 
Jane Surgeon, 
Anna Smith, 
^ Sally Stevenson, 
^ Juliet Smith, 
Hariet Smith, 
John Sinclare, 
^ James Scott, 
% -George Tenamon, 
2 John B* Trevor, 
Elenor Watson, 
James. Wilson, 
Mathew Wallace, 
John Williimson, 
Martin Willson, 
John Weaver, 
John White. 



WESTMORELAND COUNTY. 



John B. Alexander, 
Andrew Armstrong, 
James Armstrong, 
Ann Armstrong, 
Polly Black, 
I Richard £• Caruthers, 
[Martha Dickey, 
jSimon Drum, jun« 
p. S. Dearborn, 
William Doherty, 
Martha Findley, . 

ary Findley, 

avid Findley, 
bhn Gregg, 

muel Gutlmet 

rs. Hoge, 



\ 



Robert M'Farland, 
John Mafshall, 
James Milby, 
Thomas M'Guire, 
Andrew M'Calley, 
Cathertna Marihandi 
Samuel C. Orr, 
Robert Purviance, 
S James Part*, 
^ Robert Rainey, 
S Benjamin Sloan, 
c James Stanley 
^ Elizabeth Schaeffer, 
^ Eliza Snowden, 
S Johnston Thompson, 
\ Joseph Taylor, 



S16 SUBSCRIBERS' NAMES: 



Thomas Hamilton^ 
Eliza Johnston) 
Mathew Jacki 
Danid M'Michael, 



Hugh Wiley» 
Eliza Wigleyy 
John WUls, 
John Yoimg* 



ALLEGANY COUNTY. 



Zadok Cramer, 20. 
James Duncani 
William Jones, 
Ebenezer Larinier 
Jean Means, 
Jean M'Elhiney, 



Margaret Murphy, 
Alexander MiUer, 
Robeit Shields* 
Rachel Tidball, 
S Thomas TidbaiL 



Elizabeth Alexandei', 
William Ainson, 
Andrew Boden, 
Andrew Boggs, 
Ph. Bumside, 
Margerie Castin, 
Molly Dunlap, 
Robert M'Clanahan, 
Eliza M«Kee, 



CENTRE COUNTY. 

^ Laura Miles, 
John Patterson, 
Walker Reed, 
Anna Swarzy, 
S Robert T. Stewart, 
^ Agness Williams, 
^ Nancy Williams, 
Amelia WilUamSt 



\ 



ADAMS COUNTY. 



Samuel Agnew, 
Alexander Cobean, 
James Duncan, 
Robert Hays, 
Mathew Longevell, 
Thomas Pearson, , 



Alexander Russell, 
Samuel M. Reed, 
James Seatt, 
Walter Smyth, 
Tlumias Thomburgh< 
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S Martha Pearson, 
\ Allen Robinette, jun. 
S Rachel Thompson, 
\ Susannah W ierman, 
S Sarah Wierman, 
vj Eliza Wright, 
S Nicholas ' Wierman^ 
Nicholas Wierman, jun. 



Eliza Brandon, 
John Bonner, 
Susanna Everitt, 
Isaac Everitt, 
Joel Garretson, 
James Lloyd, 
Fletcher Moorehead, 
Thomas Pearson, 

* 

Tork Coimty. William Godfrey, sen. Charles Godfrey. 



CUMBERLAND COUNTY. 



Margaret Buchanan, 
Simon Boyd, 
Samuel Brandeberry, 
William Ewing, 
Peter Ege, 2. 
Hugh Ford, 



S Mathew Golden, 
\ Samuel Lewis, 
> John Montgomery^ 
^ James M'Keraan, 
S William M'Clean, 
^ James Oliver. 



DAUPHIN COUNTY. 



Albright atid Elder, 
Margaret Brown, 
Harriott Berryhill, 
William Boyd, 
Gorge Brenizer, 
Martha Bell, 
Samuel Bell, 
John B. Cox, 
Joshua Elder, 
Thomas Elder, 
Jane Ferguson, 
John Foster, 
Molly Hanna, 
Robert Harris, 
Hugh Hamilton, 
John Howard, 
Sarah Irwin^ 



y Joseph KeFso^ 
\ John Lyon, 
^ Samuel Laird, 
\ Washington Lee» 
S J. Montgomery, 
\ William Maclay, 
S Eleanor Maclay, 
S MelChior Rahm, Jun.- 
^ Melchior Rahm) 
!^ Nancy Ritchey, 
^ Margaret Ritchey 
^ Mary Snodgrass, 

Jane Simonton, 

Hannah Wickcrshair, 
^ Rose Wrightt 
\ David Wray. 

T 



• 
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SUBSCRffiERS' NAMES. 

LYCOMING COUNTY. 



Elizabeth Crawford) 

Flora Carn 

Sally Crane, 

Mary Ann Duffey, 

James Davidson, 

Rev. Isaac Gricr^ 

Mai'garet Gallagher^ 

John Knox, 

Eleanor R. Montgomery, 

Jane Morrison, 

Sophia Martini 



S James MClintock, Jun. 
5 James M'Clure, 
$ Polly Strain, 
^ Hugh M<Fadden, 
Samuel Morrison, 
S Mary Pfouty, 
Jj Nancy Ramsey, 
S Charles Stewart, 
Jj Jane Stewart, 
c Margaret Simmons^ 
S Nancy White. 



MONTGOMERY COUNTY. 



John Davis, 
Elisha Evans, 
John Elliot, 
Samuel Gurtley, 
David George, 
George W. Holstein, 
Samuel Henderson, 
M. Holstein, 
William Henderson, 



S John Hughes, 
c James Huddleson. 
> Morris Jones, 
<^ John Markley, 
S Jona Phillips, 
c Levi Pawling, 
S F. Swaine, 
«^ David Thomas^ 
S David Wilson, 



MIFFLIN COUNTY. 



Mary Aitken,. 
John Alexander^ 
John Brown, 
John H. Bryson, 
William Brown, 
Jan^s Chriswellr 
John Culbertson, 3. 
Edward Cole, 
Bamuel Duncan, 

' Huntingdon. 
Cenlre. 



Lai rdy 



S Nancy Hale, 
<j Mary Irvine, 
S William W. 
< David M'Kee, 
S David M'Conaghy, 
<5 James MTarlane, 
S Andrew Nelson,' 
Ij Edward Williams, 
S John Waggoner. 

5 John P. M'Knight, 
I Samuel RUldle, 
James Potter. 



SUBSCRIBERS' NAMES. 
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FREDERICK. 



Esther Addams^ 
W. Addama, 
John Brengle, 
William M. Beall, Jun 
John Baltzell, 
Jatob Baer, 
Gorge Baer, Jun. 
John Bayly, 
Richard Brown, 
John Bell, 
John B. Colvin, 
Gorge Creager, Jun. 
Thomas H. Gushing, 
Eliza W. Duvall, 
John A. Dean, 
Mary Dawson, 
Elislia Eastofi, 
George Graff, 
R. H. Graham, 
John L« Harding, 
William C. Hobbs, 
Catherine W- Johnson, 
James Johnson, Jun. 
Baker Johnson, jun. 



TOWN, [Maryland.] 

Maria E. KoontZi 

Hugh Kennedy, 

Frederick Leohr, 

Anna L. Murdock, 

Anna Louisa Morris, . 

William T. Morris, 

James M'Atce, 

Francis M'Crea, 

P. Manzt, 

Jane L. NoIand> 
> Samuel Potts, 
S H. Ruth, 
\ William Ritchie, 
S Elizabeth Steiner, 
^ Maria C. Steiner, 
S John Stoner, 
? Margaret Thomson, 
S John P. Thomson, 
^ Catherine Tyler, 
S Roger B. Taney, 
^ Rev. Daniel Wagner, 
S H. C. Wampler, 
^ Mereen Tyler Wickham^ 
S G. Wagner. 



NEW-YORK. 



A. L. Braine, 
Mary Charnlcy, 
Alexander Christy, 
James Davidson, 
Thomas Fountain, 
Peter Fenton, 
Rev. Thomas Hamilton, 4. 
James Kelso, 



S John Linn, 

Jj Rev. Alexander M^CIeod, 

S Robert M'Conachy, 

I5 Louis M'Lane, 

S Samuel Saffan, 

^ Benjamin Veitch, 

S Margaretta Young. 
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PRINCETON, [N, Jersey.] 



Martin Agncw, 
^Isaac Anderson, 
James Bunyan, 
John Barrat, 
A. M. Bayard, (K. B.) 
Margaret Cozene, 
M. Campbell, 
I. H. Conpln^ 
Eli Coolcy, 
Alfred Ely, 
Jacob C- Ten Eyckj 
Hetty Gaw, 
John GifTord, • 
Robert S. Green, 
Mary W. Houston, 
Isaac Horner, Jun* 
E. Hylton, (E. Tcmm.) 
John Hamilton, 
John Harrison, 
Mar-y Hunter, 
James Hamilton, 
Thomas P. Johnson, 
Francis D. Janvier, 
John Jones, 



S M. Kollock, 
'^ Eliza Kelsey, 

Zebulon Morford, 

Mary Minto, 
S John Napton, 
I William NeilV 
S Perez Rowley, 
^ Mary Reed, 
S Samuel Ross, 
\ Lydia Stille, 
S Mary Stockton, 
X Ruth Stryker, 
S Samuel Scott, 
^ Anne Smith, 
S S. F. Smith, 
\ D. Salomons, 
S William C. Schenck, 
^ Ebenezer Stockton, 
S Margaret Thomson, 
!^ Joseph J. Thompson^ 

John Vandike, 

Nathaniel S. Wikoff,- 
S John Wilson. 



\ 



Baltimore. % ^^^^^^ Garret, 

^ Elizabeth Wilson. 

Philaddjihia* Maria DonnelU 



w 



rcD a i.y'di; 



'^Wi- Ouv£B, IsABBLiA. PoeiDB o^ Taiious Sabjects, tfae Dea 

of General Washington, General Hamilton's Duel wi 

*■( -j. Aaron Burr, Ac, tfcc Very extraordinary Poems. 12n 



-^^ C^.. y^.^^y^i^ony. 



